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A 

SELECT COLLECTION 

O F 

MISCELLANY POEMS. 

THE ECLOGUES OF VIRGIL. 

ECLOGUE I. 

BY MR. JOHN CARYLL*. 

MELIBOEUS, 

TN peaceful (hades, which aged oaks diffufe, 
"*• You, Tityrus, enjoy your royal Mufe. 
We leave our home, and (once) our plcafant fields, 
The native fwain to rude intruders yields ; 

While 

* John Caryll, Efq; was probably a Suffex man, and 
wrote two plays, " The Engliih Princefs, or the Death of 
u Richard III, 1667," quarto ; and " Sir Salomon, or the 
11 Cautious Coxcomb, 1 671," quarto. It may be conjectured 
that he was of the Roman Catholic perluafion, being fecre- 
tary to Qneen Mary the wife of James the Second, and one 
who followed the fortunes of his abdicating matter. How 
long he continued in this fervice is unknown, but he was in 

Vol. II. B England 
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While you in fongs your happy love proclaim^. 
And every grove learns Amaryllis* name *. 

T I T Y R U S. 

A God (to me he always fhall be fo) 

Melibceus t did this grace bellow. 

The choiceft lamb which in my flock does feed 

Shall each new moon upon his altar bleed : 

He every blefling on hie creatures brings j 

By him the herd does graze ; by him the herdfman lings. 

MELIBOEUS. 

1 envy not, but I admire your fate, 

Which thus exempts you from our wretched ftate. 
Look on my goats that browze, my kids that play, 
Driven hence myfelf, thefe I muft drive away, 

And 

England in the reign of Queen Anne, and. recommended 
the fubjcA of Mr. Pope's " Rape of the Lock" to that au- 
thor, who on its publication addreflfed it to him. He was 
alive in 171 7, and at thartime muft have been a very old 
man. See three of his Letters in " Additions to Pope," 
vol. II. p. 1 r4. R. 

* The reader may be pleafed to obferve,,that Virgil, un- 
der the name of Tityrus,, perfonates himfelf, newly faved by 
the favour of Auguftus Caefar,. from the general calamity of 
his Mantuan neighbours ;- whofe lands were taken from 
them, and divided amongft the veteran foldiers, for having 
been dipt (as may be prefumed) in the fame guilt with their 
borderers of Cremona; who,, in the civil, wars,, joined with 
Caffius and Brutus. Thefe Mantuans are likewife perfonateA 
by Melibceus $ as alio by Amaryllis, the city, of Rome, by 

Galatea 
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And thk poor mother of a new-fall'n pair 

(The herd's chief hope, alas ! but my defpair !) 

Has left them in yon brakes, befide the way, 

Exposed to every beaft and bird of prey. 

Had not fome angry planet (truck me blind, 

This dire calamity I had divin'd. 

Twas oft foretold me by heaven's loudeft voice. 

Rending our talleft oaks with difmal noife : 

Ravens fpoke too, though in a lower tone, 

And long from hollow trees were heard to groan* 

But fay : what God has Tityrus reliev'd ? 

i TITYRUS. 

The place call'd Rome, I fooliflily believ'd 
Was like our Mantua, where, on market-days. 
We drive our well-fed lambs (the (hepherd's praife) j 

Galatea that erf Mantua r are reprefented. The drift of this 
Eclogue is to celebrate the munificence of Augoftu* towards 
Virgil, -whom he makes his tutelar God ; and the better to 
fet this off, he brings in Melibceus, viz. his Mantuan neigh- 
bours, pathetically relating their own deplorable condition, 
and at the fame time magnifying the felicity of Tityrus. 
This his exemption from the common calamity of his coun- 
trymen, Virgil ihadows over with the allegory of a (lave re- 
covering his liberty. And becaufe Haves di<hnot commonly 
ufe to be infranchifed till age had made them ufelefs for la- 
bour ; to follow the trope, he makes himfelf an old man, as 
by the Candidior Barba,. and the Fortunate Senex, fuffici- 
rntly appears ; though, in reality, Virgil at that time was 
young, and then firfl: made known to Augufl us by the re- 
commendation of his verfes, and of his friends Varus and 
Maecenas. C a r y l l. 

B a So 
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So whelps, I knew, fo kids* their dams expreis,. 
And fo the. great \ mea£ur'd by the lefs. 
But other towns when you to her compare,. 
They creeping ffcrubs to the tall cyprefs are. 

MELIBOEUS. 

What great occafion call'd you hence to Rome? 

T I T Y R U 5. 

Freedom, which came at laft, though (Tow to come * 

She came not till cold Winter did begin, 

And a^ge Ibme fnow had fprinkled on my chin,, 

Nor then, till Galatea I forfook, 

For Amaryllis deign'd on me to look. 

No hope for liberty, I muft confefs, 

No hope, nor care of wealth, did' me pofTefs,. 

Whilft f with Galatea did remain : 

For though my flock her altars did maintain, 

Though- often I had made my cheefe-prefs groan,. 

Largely to furnifli our ungrateful town, 

Yet ftill with empty hands I trotted homc # 

M e L i B oc u s. 
I wondered, Galatea ! whence mould come 
Thy fad complaints to heaven, and why fo long' 
Ungather'd on their trees thy apples hung ! 
Abfent was Tityrus ! thee every dale, 
Mountain and fpring, thee every tree did call ! 

TITYRUS. 

What (hould I do ? I could not here be free,. «% 

And only in that place could hope to fee > 

A God propitious to, my liberty* J 

there 
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There I the heavenly youth <fid firft behold, 
Whofe monthly feaft while folemnly I hold, '* 
My loaded altars never fhall be cold. 
He heard my prayers ; go home, he cry'd, and feed 
In peace your herd, let forth your bulls for breed; 

MELIBOEUS. 

Happy old man ! thy farm untouched remains, 
And large enough : though it may afk thy pain?, 
To clear the flones, and ru flies cure by drains. 
Thy teeming ewes will no flrange paftures try, 
No murrain fear from tainted company. 
Thrice happy fwain ! guarded from Syrian beamc, 
li By facred fprings, and long-acquainted frreams, 
Look on that bordering fence, whofe ofier trees. 
Are fraught with flowers, whofe flowers are fraught 

with bees : 
How, with their drowfy tone, the whittling air 
(Your deep to tempt) a concert, does prepare 1 
At farther diftance, but with ftrongcr lungs, 
The wood-man joins with thefe, his ruftic fong* : 
Stock-doves and murmuring turtles tune their throat, 
Thofe in a hoarfer, thefe a fofter note. 

TIT-YIUJ. 

Therefore the land and fea fhall dwellers change : 
Fifli on dry ground, (lags (hall on water range i 
The Parisians fhall commute their bounds with Francs, 
Thofe fhall on Soane, thefe drink on Tygris* banks, 
Ere I his god-like image from ray heart 
Suffer with black ingratitude to part. 

B 3 M E L I- 
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M E L I B p* U $. 

Jut we muft roam to pans remote, unknown* 

^nder the Torrid and the Frigid Zone : 

Thefe frozen Seythia, and parch'd Africk thefe, 

Cretan Oaxis others mud inclofe : 

Some 'mongft the utmoft Britains are confin'd, 

Doom'd to an ifle from all the world disjoin '4. 

Ah ! muft I never more my country fee, 

But in itrange lands an endlefs exile be > 

Is my eternal banifhment decreed, 

From my poor cottage, rear'd with turf and reed ? 

Muft impious foldiers all thefe grounds poflefs, 

My fields of (landing corn, ray fertile leyes } 

Did I for thefe barbarians plow and fow ? 

What dire effects from civil difcord flow ! 

Graft pears, O Meliboeus ! plant the vine ! 

The fruit (hall others be, the labour thine. 

Farewell my goats ! a happy herd, when mine ! 

No more (hall I, in the refrefliing (hade 

Of verdant grottoes, by kind nature made, 

Behold you climbing on the mountain top, 

The flowery thyme and fragrant fhrubs to crop. 

I part with every joy, parting from you ; 

Then farewell all the world 1 verfes and pipe, adieu f 

TITYRJJS. 

At leaf* this night with me forget, your care \ 
Chefnuts and well- pre ft cheefe fliall be your fare ; 
For now the mountain a long (hade extends, 
And curling fmoke from village tops afcends. 
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-ECLOGUE It 

BY MR. N A H U M TATE*, 

Jk HOPELESS flame did Corydon deftroy, 
«**• The lov'd Alexis was his matter's joy. 
No refpitefrom his grief the fhepherd knew, 
But daily walk'd where thady beeches grew : 
Where, (rrctch'd on earth, alone he thus complains* 
And in thefe accents tells the groves his pains. 
Cruel Alexis ! haft thou no remorfe ? 
Mud I expire ? and have my fongs no force ? 
Tis now high noon, when herds to coverts run, 
The very lizards hide, that love the fun. 
The reapers home to dinner now repair, 
While bufy Theflylis provides both fauce and fare. 

Yet 

* Born about the middle of the reign of king-Charles II. 
in the' kingdom of Ireland, where he received his education. 
He was made poet laureat to king William, upon the death 
of Shadwell, and held that place till the acceflion of George I. 
on whom he lived to write the firft birth-day ode, which is 
executed with unufual fpirit. He was a man of good-nature, 
great probity, and competent learning; but fo extremely 
modeft, that he was never able to make his fortune, or to 
raife himfelf above neceluty. The earl of Dorfet was his 
patron ; but the chief ufe he made of him was, to fcreen 
himfelf from the perfecution of his creditors. He died in 
the Mint, Auguft 12, 1716 ; and was fucceeded in the laurel 
fcy Mr. Eufdeo. He was the author of nine dramatic per- 
B 4 formances, 
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Yet in the raging heat I fearch for thee, 

Heat only known to locufts and to me. 

Oh, was it not much better to fuftairt 

The angry days of Amaryllis' reign ? 

And ftill be fubjecl to Mcnalcas' fway, [than- day ? 

Though he more black than night, and thou more fair 

O lovely boy, prefume not on thy form } 

The faireft flowers are fubjec"l to a florm : 

Thou both difdain'ft my perfon and my flame, 

Without fo much as afking who I am 1 

How rich in heifers, all as white as fnow, 

Or cream, with which they make my dairies flow. 

A thoufand ewes within my paftures breed, 

And all the year upon new milk I feed. 

formances, a great number of poems, and of a verlion of the 
Pfalms in conjunction with Dr. Nicholas Brady. He was 
a man of wit and parts, yet not thought to poffefs any very 
great genius, as being deficient in what is its firft character- 
iftic, namely, invention. Thus far the Biographical Dicti- 
onary. — • His mifcellaneous poems are enumerated by Jacob, 
who fays, Tate's poem on the Death of Queen Anne, which 
was one of the laft, is " one of the beft poems he ever 
" wrote." His (hare in the " Second Part of Abfalom and 
" Achitophel" is far from inconficlerable ; and may be feen 
in the Englifh Poets, vol. XIII. p. 160. He publifhed alfo 
** Memorials for the Learned, collected out of eminent Au- 
« thors in Hiftory, &c. 1686," 8vo. and his " Propofal for 
4i regulating of the Stage and Stage Plays, Feb. 6, 1698," 
16 among Bilhop GibfoiVs MSS. in the Lambeth Library. 

N." 

BefiJes, 
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ides, the fanfd Amphior's &»"£* I **£, 
ar into Theban walls The ftooes dad bria^ 
* am I (o defrrro'd ; for t'other dav, 
ieo all the drear ful norm w*s blown away, 
on tlie ciirf> above the fea 1 fi<**1, 
iewM idv image in tS^ fea-pre*:: flood; 
id if I look as hi do fame all the rear* 
vie vkith Dapnr.;>' felt I wou*d nor fear. 
1 would 'ft :bou once in cotta?cs cViighr, 
d love, live me, to wound the riae ia i'ghc! 
lere whoLfcmc mallows gTOW cur kids to drive, 
d in our forgs wi:h Pan himfdf to flrite ! 
»m Pan the reed's firft ufe the (hepherd knew, 
s Pan prefenres the (heep and (hepherd too. 
dain not then the tuneful reed to ply, 
r (corn the paftime of a deity, 
lat talk would not Amvnras undergo, 
- half the noble (kill I offer you ? 
pipe with quills of various (ize I have, 
e legacy Dam act as dying gave ; 
d faid, Poflcfs thou this, by right 'tis thine | 
ivntas then flood by, and did repine t 
ides two kids that I from danger bore, 
ith ftreaks of lovely white enamel'd o'er} 
no drain the bagging udder twice a-day, 
(1 both at home for thy acceptance ftay. 
: Thcftylis for them has pin'd, and (he • 
ill have them, fince thou fcorn'ft my gifts and me, 
me to my arms, thou lovely hoy, and take 
c richeft prefems that the fpring can make. 
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See how the nymphs with lilies wait on thee: 

Fair Nai's, fearce thyfelf fo fair as flie, 

"With poppies, cUffadils, and violets join'd, 

JV. garlanc[ for thy^fbfter brow has twin'd. 

Myfelf with downy peaches will appear, 

And chefnuts, Amaryllis' dainty cheer : 

I '11 crop my laurel, and my myrtle tree, 

Together bo.und, becaufe their fwects agree. 

Unbred thou art, and homely, Cory den, 

"Nor will Alexis with thy gifts he won : 

Kor ganft thou hope, if gifts his mind could fway, 

That rich IqIas would to thee give way. 

Ah me 1 while I fond wretch indulge my dreams, 

Winds blaft my flowers, and boars bemtr e my {breams* 

Whom fly'ft thqu ? Gods themfelyesvhave had abode 

In woods, and Paris equal to a God. 

Let Pallas in thp towns flie built refide, 

To me a grove's worth all the world befide : 

Lions chace wojkres, thofe wolves a kid in, prime, 

That very kid feelts hqaths of flowering thyme* 

While Cprydon purfue9 with equal flame, 

Alexis, thee ; eaoh has his fev.exal game. 

See how the ox unyok'd brings home the plough, 

The (hades increafing as the fun goes low. 

Bled fields rcljev'd by night's approach fo foon, 

Love has no night ! 'tis always raging noon ! 

Ah Corydon ! what frenzy fills thy breaft ? 

Thy vineyard lies half prun'd and half undrefL 

Luxurious fprouts (but out the ripening ray, " N 

The branches ihorn, not yet reraoyxl away. 

Recall 
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"Recall thy fenfes, and to work with fpeed $ 
Of many utcnfils thou ftand'ft in need. 
Fall to thy labour, quit the peevifh boy j 
Time, or foinc new defire, (hall this deftroy. 

THE UM£ ECLOGUE* 

BY MIL THOMAS CREECH f. 

ALEXIS. 
VOUNG Corydon, hard fate ! in humble fwain, 
-*■ Alexis lov'd, the joy of all the plain j 
He lov'd, but coul^ &ot hope for love again ; 
Yet every day through groves he walk'd alone, 
And vainly fold the hills and woods his moan : 
Cruel Alexis ! can't my verfes move ? 
Had thou no pity ? muft I die for love ? 
Juft now the flocks purfue the (hades and cool, 
And every lizard creeps into his hole : 
Brown Theftylis the weary reapers fecks, 
And brings their meat, their onions, and their leeks a 
And whilft I trace thy fteps, in every tree 
And every bu(b, poor infefts figh with me : 
Ah ! hatf it not been better to have borne 
The peevifh Amaryllis' frown and fcorn, 
Or elfe Menajcas, than this deep defpair ? 
Though he was black, and thou art lovely fair I 

* The (hepherd Corydon woos Alexis ; but finding he 
ctpld not prevail, he rcfolvcs to follow his affairs, and forget 
hU paffion. Creech. 

f See an account of Mr. Creech, vol. I. p. 230* N. 

A.Vv» 
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Ah, charming beauty ! 'tis a fading grace, 

Trufl not too much, fweet youth, to that fair face t 

Things are not always us'd that pleafe the fight, 

We gather Mack-berries when we fcorn the white- 

Thou doll defpife me, thou doft fcorn my flame, 

Yet doft not know roe, nor how rich I. .am i 

A thoufand tender lamhs, a thoufand kine, 

A thoufand goats I feed, and all are mine * 

My dairy *s full, and my large herd affords, 

Summer and winter, cream, and milk, and curds, 

I pipe as well, as when through Theban plains 

Amphion fed his flocks, or charmM the f wains- 

Itor is my face fo mean ; I lately flood, 

And view'd my figure in the quiet flood, 

And think myfelf, though it were judg'd by you, 

As fair as Daphnis, if that glafs be true. 

Oh that, with me, thee humble plains would pleafe, 

The quiet fields, and lowly cottages ! 

Oh that with me you *d live, and hunt the hare, 

Or drive the kids, or fpread the fowling fnare 1 

Then we would flng like Pan in fliady groves ; 

Pan taught us pipes, and Pan our art approves : 

Pan both the (heep and harmlefs fhepherd loves. 

Nor mufl you think the pipe too mean for you ; 

To learn to pipe, what won't Amyntas do ? 

I have a pipe, wcll-feafon'd, brown, and try'dj 

Which good Damaetas left me when he died : 

He faid, Here, take it for a legacy, 

Thou art my fecond, it belongs to thee ; 

He faid, and dull Amyntas envy'd inc. 

Befides, 
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fceddes, I found two wanton kids at play 

In yonder vale, and thofe I brought away, 

Young fportive creatures, and of fpotted hue r 

Which fuckle twice a-day, I keep for you : 

Thefe Theftylis hath begg'd, and begg'd in vain> 

But now they 're hers, fmce you my gifts difdain ? 

Come, lovely boy, the nymphs thetr bafkets till, 

With poppy, violet, and daffadil, 

The rofc, and thoufand other fragrant flowers,. 

To pleafe thy fenfes in thy fofteft hours j 

Thefe Na'is gathers to delight my boy, 

Come, dear Alexis, be no longer coy- 

I '11 feck for chefnuts too in every grove„ 

Such as my Amaryllis us'd to love. 

The glofly plumbs and juicy pears I'll brings 

Delightful all, and many a pretty thing : 

The laurel and the neighbouring myrtle tree, 

Confus'dly planted 'caufe they both agree 

And prove more fweet, (hall fend their boughs to thee* 

Ah, Cosydon ' thou art a foolifh fwain, 

And coy Alexis doth thy gifts, difdain ; 

Or if gifts could prevail, it gifts could woo,. 

Iolas can prefent him more than you. 

What doth the madman mean ? he idly brings 

Storms on his flowers,, and boars into his fprings. 

Ah ! whom doft thou avoid ? whom fly ? the Gods,, 

And charming Paris too, have UVd in woods : 

Let Pallas, (he whofe an firft rais'd. a town, 

Live there, let us delight in woods alone : 

The boar the wolf, ths wolf the kid purfues, 

The. kid her diymc, as fait as t' other does, 

5 Alcxk 
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Alexis Corydon, and him alone, 

Each hath his game, and each purfues his own r 

Look how the wearied ox brings home the plough*. 

The fun declines, and fliades are doubled now : 

And yet my pafiion nor my cares remove. 

Love burns me ftill, what flame fo fierce as Love t 

Ah Corydon ! what fury *s this ef thine ! 

On yonder elm there hangs thy half-prun'd vine : 

Come, rather mind thy ufeful work, prepare 

Thy harveft ba&ets, and make thofe thy care ; 

Come, mind thy plough, and thou (halt quickly find 

Another, if Alexis proves unkind. 

ECLOGUE III. 
OR, P A L M M O £*. 

BY THE SAM I* 

MENALCAS. 

np'E L L me, Dametas, tell whofc (heep thtfe are ? 

•** DAMETAS. 

iEgon's, for JEgon gave them to my care. 

MENALCAS. 

Whilfl: he Neaera courts, but courts in vain, 
And fears that I (hall prove the happier fwain $ 

* Menalcas and Dametas upbraid each other with their 

faults ; by and by they challenge one another, and pipe for a 

•wager* Pabemon, coming that way by chance, is chofen 

judge ; he hears them pipe, but cannot determine the con- 

trovcrfy, Creech. 

Poor 
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Poor lhccp ! whilft he his hopelefs love purfues, 
Here twice an hour his fervant milks his ewes : 
The flock is drain'd, the lambkins fwigg the teat* 
But find na moiilure, and then idly bleat. 

D A M E T A Si 

No more of that, Menalcas ; I could tell, 

And you know what, for I remember well j 

I know when, where, and what, the fool deiign'd, 

And what had happen'd, but the nymphs were kind* 

1IE.NALCAS. 

*Twas then perhaps, when fome obferv'd the clowa 
Spoil Mico's vines, and cut his olires down. 

D AM ETAS. 

Or rather when, where thofe old beeches grow* 
You broke young Daphnis' arrows and his bow* 
You faw them given to the lovely boy, 
Hl-natur'd you, and envy'd at his joy ; 
But hopes of fweet revenge thy life fupply'd, 
And hadft thounot done mifchicf, thou had it died* 

M~S N A L C A-S. 

What will not mafter ftiepherds dare to<lo, 
When their bafe ilaves pretend fo much as you"? 
Did not I fee, not I, you pilfering fot, 
When yott lay clofe, and fnapt rich Damon's goat? 
His fpoch-dog bark'd, I cry'd, The robber, fee, 
Guard well your flock j you fkulkt behind a tree*. 

DAM E T A-S. 

I tell thee, fhephcrd, 'twas before my own,. 
We two pip'd fof him, and I fairly won.: 
This he would own, and gave me caufe to boa(t> 
Though- he refund to pay the goat he. loft • 

6 MI- 
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M E N A L C A S. 

You pipe with, him ! thou never hadft a pipe 
Well join'd with wax, ami fitted to the lip-j . 
But under hedges to the long-ear'd rout 
Wert wont, dull fool, to toot a fcreechiog note.. 

D A M E T A S. 

And (hall we have a tryal of our Hull? 

I '11 lay this heifer, 'twill be worth your while ; 

Two calves (he fuckles, and yet twice a-day 

She fills two pails ; now fpeak> what dare you lay » 

MENALCAS. 

I cannot (lake down any of my flock, 

My fold is little, and but fmall my flock x 

Betides, my father's covetoully crofs, 

My ftep-dame cur ft, and they will find the lof9 r 

For both drift eyes o'er all my actions keep, 

One counts my kids, and both twice count my (heepi 

But yet I '11 lay what you mull grant as good 

f Since you will lofe) two cups * of beechen wood,. 

Alcimedon made them, 'lis a work divine, 

And round the brim ripe grapes and ivy twine ; 

So curioufly he hits the various (ha pes, 

And with pale ivy cloaths the blufliing grapes j 

It doth my eyes and all my friends delight, 

I 'm fure your mouth mutt water tt the fight r 

Within, two figures nearly carv'd appear, 

Conon, and he (who was't }) that made the fphere. 

And (hew'd the various feafons of the year, 

* This paflfage, with Neftor's cup in Homer, is tdmirabl] 
illuftrated in Mi. Clarke's Connexion of Clarke on Coins, p 
**3- N. 

Whau 
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Vhat time to fhear our fheep, what time to plough: 
TVas never us'd, I kept it clean till now. 

D A M E T A S. 

Alcimcdon too made me two bcechen pots, 
And round the handles wrought fmooth ivy knots £ 
Orpheus within, and following woods around, 
With bended tops, fcem Hftening to the found. 
I never us'd them, never brought them forth j 
But to my heifer thefe are little worth. 

MENALCA8. 

I '11 pay thee off, I *m ready, come let 's try, 
And lie (hall be our judge that next comes byi 
See, 'tis Palaemon ;*come, I'll ne'er give o'er. 
Till thou (halt never dare to challenge more. 

. D A M E T A S. 

Begin, I '11 not refufe the (kilful*ft fwain, 
I fcorn to turn my back for any man ; 
I know myfelf ; but pray, judicious friend* 
(Tis bo fmall matter) carefully attend. 

PALiEMON, 

Since we have chofen a convenient place, 

Since woods are cloath'd with leaves, the fields with 

grafs, 
The trees with fruit, the year feems fine and gay, 
Dametas firft, then next Mcnalcas play, 
By turns, for verfe the Mufes love by turns. 

DAMETAS. 

My Mufc begin with Jove, all 's full of Jovej 
The God loves me, and doth my vcrfes lore. 

Vol. II. C m 
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M E N A L C A S. 

And Phoebus inbc t on Phoebus I '11 beftow 
The blufliing hyacinth, and laurel bough. 

D A M E T AS. 

Sly Galatea drives me o'er the green, 

And apples throws, then hides, yet would be'feen* 

<M B N A L CAS. 

But my Amyntas doth his pafiion tell, 

Our dogs fcarce know my Delia half fo well. 

D A M E T A S. 

I '11 have -a gift for Phyllis ere 'tis long ; 

I knowwhere ftock-doves build, I '11 take their young. 

M £ N A L C A S. 

I pluck'd my .boy fine pears, I fent him ten, 
'Twas all I had, but foon I '11 fend again. 

D A M E T A S. 

'What things my nymph did fpeak 1 what tales of love! 
Winds bear their mufick to the Gods above. 

MENALCAS. 

What boots it, boy, you not contemn my flame, 
^Since, whilft I hold the net, you hunt the game ? 4 

D AM ETAS. 

My birth-day comes, fend Phyllis quickly home, 
But at my fhearing-time, Jolas come. 

MENALCAS. 

And I love Phyllis, for her charms excell ; 
*Shc figh'd, Farewell, dear youth, a long farewell. 

D A M E T A S. 

Wolves ruin flocks, wind trees when newly blown, 
-Storms corn, and me my Amaryllis' frown. 

:U E N Air* 
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MBMALCAS. 

Dew f wells the torn, kidsbrowze the tender "tree* 
The goats love fallow* ; fair Amyntas me. 

D A M E T A 8. 

Mfne Pollio loves, though 'tis a raftic fong; 
Mufe/ feed a fleer for him that reads thee long. 

M E N A L C A S. 

Nay Pollio writes, and at the king's command; 
Mufe, feed the bulls that pufh, and fpurh the fand. 

1) A M B T A S. 

Let Pollio have what-e'er thy wifh provokes, 
Myrrh from his thorns, and honey from his oaks. 

MENALCAS. 

He that loves Bavius' fongs may fancy thine ; 
The fame may couple wolves, and fhear his fwine. 

D A M £ T A 8. 

Ye boys that pluck the beauties of the fpring, 
Fly, fly ; a fnake lies hid, and fhoots a fling. 

M B N A L C A 3. 

%ewarc the Stream, drive not the fheep too nighj 
The bank may fail, the rain is hardly dry. 

D A M E T A S. 

Kids from the river drive, and fling your hook ; 
Anon I '11 warn them in thefhallow brook. 

M BNAl C A 8. 

Drive to the fhades j when milk is drain'd by heat, 
*In vain the milk-maid ftroaks an empty teat. 

* A fpecies of the willew-tree. N. 

C * © A M *- 
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D A M E T A S. 

How lean my bull is in my fruitful field ! 

Love has the herd, and Love the herdfman kill'd. 

MHNALCAS. 

-Sure thefe feel none of Love's devouring flames, 
Mere skin and bone, and yet they drain the dams 
Ah me ! what forcerefs has bewitch'd my lambs! 

D A M E T A 8. 

Tell me where heaven is juft three inches broad, 
And 1 '11 believe thee prophet, or a God. 

MENALCAS. 

Tell me where names of kings in rifing flowers 
Are writ and grow, and Phyllis fliall be yours. 

P A L X M O N. 

I cannot judge .which youth does moft excell; 

For you defer ve. the fleer, and he as well. 

Red equal happy both ; and all that prove 

A bitter, or elfe fear a pleating love : 

But my work calls, let *s break the meeting bffj 

Boys, fliut your dreams, the fields have drunk enough* 



*** Eclogue IV. (by Mr. Dryden) is omitted, as it is 
already in the Collection of the Englifh Poets, vol. XVII. p. 
39. The Fifth (by Mr. Duke) is in vol. XI. p . 28 ; the 
Sixth (by Lord Rofcommon) in voL X. p. 233; and tnc 
tfimh (by Mr. Dryden) in vol. XVII, p. 67. N. 
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ME.LXBOEUS, ECLOGUE VII. 

BY MR. WILLIAM ADAMS*. 

This Eclogue is wholly paftoral, and confifls of the 
contention of two fliepherds, Thyrfis and Corydon } 
to- the hearing of which Meliboeus was invited by 
Daphnis, and thus relates it. 

TTTH I LE Daphnis fate beneath a whifpering (hade, 

* * Thyrfis and Corydon together fed 
Their mingling flocks ; his (heep with fofteft wool 
Were cloath'd, his goats of fweeteil milk were full. 
Both in the beauteous fpring of blooming youth, 
The worthy pride of bled Arcadia both ; 
Each with like art his tuneful voice could raife, 
Each aufwer readily in rural lays ; 

Hither 

* This gentleman's memory is prefferved by u Fifteen 
u Difcourfes occaiionally delivered before the Univerfity of 
" Oxford. By William Adams, M. A. late ftudent of 
" Chrift Church, and re&or of Staunton upon Wye in Herc- 
" fordihire; Published by Henry Sacheverell, D.D. 1716." 
This volume, of which a fecond edition was pubrifhed the 
fame year, is inferibed to Richard Hopton, efq. knight of the 
(hire for the county of Hereford, to whom Mr. Adams had 
keen tutor at Chrift Church ; an employment he appears to 
have been well qualified for discharging. In his younger 
years he gave many admirable fpecimens of his- polite genius, 
C 3 in 
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Hither the father of my flock had ftray'd, 

While flielters I for my young myrtles made p.- 

Here I fair Daphnis faw^ when me he fpy'd, 

Come, hither quickly, gentle youth I he cry'd. 

Your goat and kids are fafe, O feek not thofe, 

But, if you've leifure, in this fhade repofe : 

Hither to water the full heifers tend, 

"When lengthening fhadows from the hills defcend^ 

Mincius with reeds here interweaves hi& bounds, 

And from that facred oak a bufy fwarm refounds. 

What mould I do ? Nor was Alcippe there, 

Nor Phyllis, who might of my lambs take care j 

Yet to my bu6nefs I their fports prefer. 

For the two. f wains with great ambition ftrove, [love ; . 

Who beft could tune his reed, or beft could fing his. 

Alternate verfe their ready Mufes chofe, -» 

In vjeyrfe alternate each quick fancy flows ; > 

Thefe fang young Corydon, young Thyrfis thofe. J 

in his accurate performances in Poetry and .Oratory ; and had"-, 
afterwards the honour to be chofen his matter Dr. Bu toy's firft 
Catachetical Lecturer in Oxford. To aofwer the pious and*, 
charitable defign of that great founder of learning,. he bent 
the whole courfe of his ftudies to Divinity, of which he is 
fa id to have drawn out a comprehenfive and uicful plan; 
which at his death he directed his executors to deftroy, with 
all his MSS. except the volume of Difcourfes, which appeared, 
by his exprefs injunction. In the Catalogue of Oxford Gra- 
duates there are three Chriil-Church men of the name of 
William Adams, each of them M. A, and all nearly of the 
fame Handing. N. 

CORY- 
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C O R Y D O N. 

Ye moch-lov'd Mufcs ! fuch a verfe beflow, 
As docs from Codrus, my lov'd Cod his, flow; 
Or, if all can't obtain the gift divine, 
My pipe I II confecrate on yonder pine* 

x H Y R s i s. 
Y* Arcadian f wains, with ivy wreaths adorn 
Your youth, that Codrus may with fpite be torn; 
Or, if he praife too much, apply fome charm, 
Left his ill tongue your future poet harm. 

C O R Y D O N. 

Thefe branches of a flag, this wild-boar's head, 
By little Mycon 's on thy altar laid : 
If this continue, Delia ! thou (halt (land 
Of fmootheft marble, by the Ikilful'ft hand; 

T H Y R S I 3. 

This milk, thefe cakes, Priapus, every year 
Expect ; a little garden is thy care : 
Thou'rt marble nowj but, if more land I hold> 
If my flock thrive, thou (halt be made of gold. 

C O R Y D O N. 

O Galatea ! fweet as Hybla's thyme j 
White as, more white than, fwans are in their prime,. 
Come, when the herds (hall to their flails repair, 
O come, i£ e'er thy Cot ydon 's thy care, 

T H Y R S IS. 

O may I harflras bitterefl herbs appear, 
Rough as wild myrtle, vile as fea-weeds are, 
If years feem longer than this tedious day 1 
Halle home, my glutton herd, hade, hafte away. 

C 4, CORY- 
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C O R Y D O N. 

Yc mofly fprings, ye pafturcs, fofter far 
Than thoughtlefs hours of fweeteft flumbers are> 
Ye (hades, protect my flock, the heats are near; 
On the glad vines the f welling buds appear. 

T H Y R S I S. 

Here on my hearth a conftant flame does play, 
And the fat vapour paints the roof each day t 
Here we as much regard the cold north-wind 
As (breams their banks, or wolves do number mind : . 

C O R Y D O K. 

Look how the trees rejoice in comely pride, 
While their ripe fruit lies fcatter*d on each fide $ 
All nature fmites : but, if Alexis (lay, 
From our fad hills the rivers weep away. 

T H Y R 8 1 S. 

The dying grafs with fickly air does fade, 
No field 's unparch'd, no vines our hills do (hade+ 
But, if my Phyllis come, all fprouts again, 
And bounteous Jove defcends in kindly rain, 

C O R Y D O N. 

Bacchus the vine, the laurel Phoebus loves* 
Fair Venus cherimes the myrtle groves, 
Phyllis the hazels loves ; while Phyllis loves that tree* 
Myrtles and laurels of lefs fame (hall be. 
T H Y R S I S. 

The lofty a(h is glory of the woods, 
The pine of gardens, poplar of the floods : 
If ofc thy fwain, fair Lycidas, thou fee, 
To thee the alb (hall yield, the pine to thee* 

ME- 
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Thefe I remember well- 
While vanrruifh'd 1 hyrfis did contend in vatn t 
Thence Cory don, young Corydon does reign 
The bed, the fweeteft, on our wondering plain. 
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ECLOGUE VIII. 

BY MR. STAFFORD f. 
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CAD Damon's and Alphefiboeus* Mufe 

I fing : to heat whofe notes the herds refufe 
Their needful food, the falvage lynxes gaze, 
. And flopping dreams their preflmg waters raife. 
I fing fad Damon's and Atphefiboeus' lays : 
And thou (whatever part is bleft with thee, 
The rough Timavus, or Illyrian fea) 
Smile on my verfe : is there in fate an hour 
To fwell my numbers with my emperour ? 
There is, and to the world there fliall be known 
A verfe that Sophocles might deign to own. 

* Another tranflation of this Eclogue Is in vol. I. p. 2T # 
by Mr. W. Bowles. N. 

f Moft probably Mr. Richard Stafford of Magdalen Hall, 
Oxford, where he took the degree of B. A. Oc*t. 17, 1681 ; 
and afterwards of M. A. " He went to one of the Tem- 
ples to ftudy the Law, and is now a frequent writer." Wood, 
Faftjj II. 217; Wood mentions only one of his pieces, " Of 
" Happinefs," &c. 410. 1689. There was a thin 8vo vol urn© 
•f poems publilhcd in 1 721 by a Mr. P. Stafford, N. 
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Amidft the laurels on thy front divine, 

Permit my humble ivy wreath to twine : 

Thine was my earlieft Mufe, my lateft ihall be thine, 

I^ight fcarce was pad, the morn was yet fo new, 

And well-pleas'd herds yet roll'd upon the dewj 

When Damon ftretch'd beneath an olive lay, . 

And fang, Rife, Lucifer, and bring the day : 

Rife, rife, while Nifa's falfehood I deplore, 

And call thofe Gods to whom fhe vainly fwore, 

To hear my fad expiring Mufe and me, 

To Maenalus, my pipes and Mufe, tune all your harmony* 

On Maenalus {land ever-echoing groves, 
Still traded with the harmlefs fhepherds loves : 
Here Pan refidcs, who firft made reeds and verfe agree. 
To Maenalus, my pipes and Mufe, tune all your harmony, 

Mopfus is Nifa's choice j how juft are lovers fears ! 
Now mares with griffins join, and following years 
Shall fee the hound and deer drink at a fpring. 
O worthy bridegroom, light thy torch, and fling 
The nuts 5 fee modeft Hefper quits the iky. 
To Maenalus, ray pipes and Mufe, tune all yourharmony. 

O happy nymph, bleftin a wondrous choice, 
For Mopfus you contemn'd my verfe and voice : 
For him my beard was fhaggy in your ey&; 
For him, you laugh'd at every deity, [harmony, 

To Mamalus, my pipes and Mufe, tune all your 

When fir ft I faw thee young and charming too, 
Twas in the fences where our apples grew; 
My thirteenth year was downy on my chin, 
And hardly could my hands the lowed branches win ; 

How 
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How did I gaze ! how did I gazing die ! 

To Maenalus, my pipes and Mufc,tune all your harmony*. 

I know thee, Lore ; on mountains thou waft bred, 
And Thracian rocks thy infant fury fed : 
Hard-foul'd, and not of human progeny. 
To Maenalus, my pipes and Mufe, tunc all your harmony* 

Love taught the cruel mother to imbrue 
Her hands in blood : 'twas Love her children flews 
Was ihe more cruel, or more impious he ? 
An impious child was Love, a cruel mother fhe* [mony. 
To Maenalus, my pipes and Mufe, tune all your har 

Now let the lamb and wolf no more be. foes* 
Let oaks bear peaches, and the pine the rofe ; 
From reeds and thirties balm and amber fpring, . 
And owls and daws provoke the fwan to fmg : 
Let Tityrus in woods with Orpheus vie, ^ 

And foft Arion on the waves defy-; [mony. v. 

To Maenalus, my pipes and Mufe, tune all your har- J 

Let all be Chaos now ; farewell, ye woods t 
From yon high cliff I'll plunge into die- floods. 
O Nifa, take this difmal legacy, 
Now ceafe, my pipes and Mufe, ceafe alt your harmony* 

Thus he t Alpheiibceus' fong rehearfe, 
Ye facred Nine, above my rural verfe. 
Bring water, altars bind with myftic bands, 
Bum gums and vervain, and lift high the wands' t 
We '11 mutter facred magic till it warms 
My icy fwain ; 'tis verfe we want ; my charms, 
Return, return, return my Daphnis to my arms. 

By charms compell'd, the trembling moon defcends,. 
And Circe chang'd by charms UlyfTes' friends $ 
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By charms the ferpent burft : yc powerful charms, 
Return, return, return my Daphnis to my arms. 

Behold his image with three fillets bound, 
Which thrice I drag the facred altars round. 
Unequal numbers pleafe the Gods : my charms. 
Return, return, return my Daphnis to my arms. 

Three knots of treble- colour'd filk we tie j 
Hafte, Amaryllis, knit them inftantly ; 
And fay, Thefe, Venus, are thy chains j my charms, 
'Return, return, return my Daphnis to my arms. 

Juft as before this fire the wax and clay 
One melts, one hardens, let him waile away. 
Strew corn and fait, and burn thofe leaves of bay. 
I burn thefe leaves, but he burns me : my charms, 
Return, return, return my Daphnis to my arms. 

Let Daphnis rage as when the bellowing kind, 
, Mad with defire, run round the woods to rind 
Their mates : when tir'd, their trembling limbs they h 
Near fome cool flream, nor mind the fetting day. 
Thus let him rage, unpitied too : my charms, 
Return, return, return my Daphnis to my arms. 
' Thefe garments once were my perfidious fwain's, 
Which to the earth I cad : ah dear remains ! 
Ye owe my Daphnis to his nymph : my charms, 
Return, return, return my Daphnis to my arms. 

Morris himfelf thefe herbs from Pontus brought, 
Pontus for every noble poifon fought : 
Aided by thefe, he now a wolf becomes, 
Now draws the buried ftalking from their tombs. 
The corn from field to field tranfports : my charms, 
Return, return, return my Daphnis to my arms. 

Ca 
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Cad o'er your head the aflies in the brook, 
Clft backward o'er your head, nor turn your look* 
I drive ; but Gods and art he flights : my charms, 
Return, return, return my Daplmis to my arras. 

Behold new flames from the dead aflies rife, 
Bled be the omen, bled the prodigies ; 
For Hylax barks, (hall we believe our eyes ? 
Or do we lovers dream ? ceafe, ceafe, my charms : 
My Daphnis coines, he comes, he flies into my arms* 

GALLUS, ECLOGUE X. 

BY THE SAME. 
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CICILIAN nymph, aflift my mournful drains f 

^ The lad I ling in rural notes to fwains : 

Grant then a verfe fo tender and fo true, 

As even Lycoris may with pity view ; 

\Who can deny a verfe to grief and Gallus due ? 

So, when thy waters pafs beneath the tide, 

Secure from briny mixture may they glide ! 

Begin my Gallus* love and haplefs vows ; 

While on the tender twigs the cattle browze : 

Nothing is deaf j woods liden while we fing, 

And echoing groves refound, and mountains ring. 

Ye Naiades, what held you from his aid, 

When to uopitied flames he was betray'd ? 

Nor Aganippe tempted you away, 

Nor was Parnaflus guilty of your day s 

The bays, whofe honours he fo long had kept, 

The loftv bays and humble herbage wept. 

I Wh*t 
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When, ftreteh'd beneath ^ rock, he figh'd fclone, 

The mountain pines and Msenalus did groan, 

And cold Lj'caeus Wept from cveryftone. 

His flock furrounded him : nor think thy fame 

Iwpair'd, great poet ! by a fhepherd's name ; 

Ere thou and I our flieep to paftures led, 

Hb flocks the Goddefs-lov'd Adonis fed. 

The fhepherds came* the fluggifli neat-herd fwains, 

iAnd fwine-herds reeking from their maft and grains. 

All aik'd, from whence this frenzy ? Phoebus came 

To fee his poet, Phoebus -afk'd the fame : 
." And is (he cry'd)>that cruel nymph thy-care, 

Who, flying thee, *an for thy rival dare 

The frofts and fnow, and all the frightful forms 
of war ? 

Sylvanus came, thy fortune to deplore; 

A wreath - of lilies on his head he wore. 

Pap, came, and wondering we beheld him too, 
*■ His fkin all dy'd of<a vermilion hue : 

He cry'd, What mad defigns doft thou purfue ? 
. Nor fatisfy'd with dew the grafs appears, 

With browze the kids, nor cruel love with tears. 

When thus (and forrow melted in his eyes) 

Gallus to his Arcadian friends replies: 

Ye gentle fwains, fing to the rocks my moan 
- (For you, Arcadian fwains, (hould fing alone) : 

How calm a reft my wearied ghoft would have, 

If you adorn'd my love, and mourn'd my grave ! 

O that your binth and Imfinefs had been mine," 

To feed a flock, or prefs the f welling vine ! 

6 H«J 
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Had Phyllis or had Galatea been 

"My love, or any maid upon the green, 

-(What if her face the nut-brown livery wear, 

Are violets not fweet, becaufe not fair?) 

Secure in that unenvied (late, among 

The poplars, I my carehfs limbs had flung; 

Phyllis had made me wreaths, and Galatea fung. 

Behold, fair nymph what blifs the country yields, 

The flowery meads, the purling (breams, the laugh- 
ing fields. 

Ncxv*ll the «pleafures of the foreft fee, 

Where I could melt away my years with thee. 

But furious Love denies me foft repofe, 

.•And hurls me on the pointed fpears of foes. 

While thou (but ah ! that I feould find it fo !) ^ 

'Without thy Gallus for thy guide doft go A 

Through all. the German colds and Alpine fnow. »J 

Yet, flying me, no hard {hip may' ft thou meet ; 

v Nor fnow nor ice offend thofe. tender feet. 

"But let me run to defarts, and rehearfe 

On my Sicilian reeds Euphor ion's verfe : 

Ev'n in the .dens of monfters let me lie ; 

Thofe I can tame, but not your cruelty. 

On fmootheft rinds of trees'* I -'11 carve.my woe ; 
• And as the rinds increafe, the love fliall grow. 

•Then, mixt with nymphs, on Mxnalus rcfort; 

I'll make the boar my danger and my fport. 

When from the vales the jolly cry refounds, 

What rain or cold fhall keep mc from my hounds ? 

Methinks my ears the fprightly. concert fills $ 
>I feem to bound through woods and mount o'er hills. 

-My 
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My arm of a Cydonian javelin feiz'd, 

As if by this my roadnefs could be eas'd $ 

Or, by our mortal woes, the cruel God appeas'd : 

My frenzy changes now; and nymphs and verfe 

I hate, 
And woods ; for ah, what toil can ftubborn love abate ! 
Should we to drink the frozen Hebrus go, 
And fliiver in the cold Sithonian fnow, 
Or to the fwarthy Ethiops clime remove, 
Parch'd all below, and burning all above, 
Ev'n there would Love overcome; then let us 

yield to Love. 
Let this fad lay fuffice, by forrow breath'd, 
While bending twigs I into bafket* wreath'd t 
My rural numbers, in their homely guife, 
Gallus, becaufe they came from me, will prize : 
Galius, whofe growing love my breaft does rend, 
As (hooting trees the burfting bark diftcnd. 
Now rife, for night and dew the fields invade ; 
And juniper is an unwholfomc fliade r 
Blafts kill the corn by night, and flowers with 

mildew fade. 
Bright Hefper twinkles from afar ; away 
My kids, for you have had a feaft to-day. 
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VIRGIL'S LAST ECLOGUE, 

TRANSLATED, OR RATHER IMITATED, 
AT THE DESIRE OF LADY GIFFARD*, 1666, 

BY SIR WILLIAM TEMPLE, BART.f 

f*\ N E labour more, O Arethufa, yield, 

^** Before I leave the flu-pherds ar.d the field : 

Some verfes to my Gallus ere we part, 

Such as may one day break Lyccris* heart, 

As flic did his ; who can refufe a fong, 

To one that lov'd fo well, and dy'd fo young ! 

So 

* Sir William's favourite filler, a lady of uncommon 
merit and goodnefs, and (ompar.ion to him in all his foreign 
cmbafTies. She was add re fled by S*r W. GirTard; who dying 
during the courtfhip, he bcggctl the young la.ly to hear Jii» 
name-; and, to enable liim to leave h.-r his eliatc as a proof 
of his affection, the was married to him on his death-brd ; 
by. which means (lie became entitled to his large eft are ; and, 
thatfhc might not /hew herfelf unworthy of his efteem, ihe 
made a vow (though in her Ui.dcr youth) never t»» marry anv 
other man, but to live his w : tiow : and this ihe faithfully 
performed. She died in 1722, at the age of 84. An old- 
fafhioned monument with o:\ epitaph, which feems to have 
beea defigned by S'r W. Temple in his life-time, is erected 
in Wefhninfter Abbey, " To hinifelf, and thofe mod dear 
u to him ; to his moil beloved daughter; to his mod beloved 
« wife ; and to Martha Giffard his beft of fitters." N. 

•J* " Sir William Temple was defcended from a younger 
branch of a family of that name, featcd.at Temple Hall in 

Vol.1L ' 1> Let I- 
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So m'ay'ft tfiou thy belov'd Alpheus pleafe, 
When thou creep'il under the Sicanian fcas. 
Begin, and fing Gallus' unhappy fires, 
Whilfl yonder" goat to yonder branch afpires 

Out 

Leicefterihire. His grandfather was fecretary to the unfor- 
tunate earl of EfTex, favourite of queen Elizabeth, and his 
father was Sir John Temple, matter of the rolls in Ireland. 
He was as much above the common level of politicians, as he 
was above the herd of authors. He difplayed his great abi- 
lities in feveral important treaties and negotiations, the moft 
confiderable of which was the bringing to a happy conclufioa 
the famous triple league betwixt England, Sweden, and Hol- 
land. This alliance, though the moft prudent ftep ever 
taken by Charles II. was foon defeated by the Cabal, a fet 
of men who were as great a difgrace to their country, as Sir 
William Temple was an honour to it. He was ftrongly foli- 
cited to go ovct to Holland, in order to break that league 
which he had a little before concluded: but he was too 
much a patriot to yield to any folicitations of that kind ; ind 
chofe to retire into the country, where he was much better 
employed in writing his excellent " Obfenratiohs on the Uni- 
« ted Provinces," and other elegant "works. Few authors 
have been more read, or more juflly admired, than Sir Wil- 
liam Temple. He difplays his great knowledge of books 
tnd men in an elegant, eafy, and negligent ftyle, much like 
the language of genteel converfation. His vanity often 
prompts him to fpeak of himfelf ; but he and Montaigne 'are 
never more pleafing than when they dwell on that difficult 
fubje&. It is a happy circumftance for his readers, that fo 
polite and learned a writer was alfo a vain one : they are 
great gainers by his foible. He is fometimes inaccurate ; 

but 
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Out of his reach. We fing not to the deaf | 
An anfvver comes' from every trembling leaf. 
What woods, what forefts, had intie'd your flay ? 
Ye Naiades, why came ye not away ! 
When Gallus dy*d by an unworthy flame, 
Tarnafius knew, and lov'd too well his name 
To (lop your courfe ; nor could your hafty flight 
Be ftay'd by Pindus, which was his delight. 
Him the frem laurels, him the lowly heath, 
Bewail'd with dewy tears ; his parting breath 
Made lofty. Mam al us hang his piny head j 
Lycaean marbles wept when he was dead. 
Under a lonely tree he lay and pin'd, 
His flock about him feeding on the wind, 
As he on love ; fuch kind and gentle (beep, 
Ev'n fair Adonis would be proud to keep. 

but his inaccuracies efcapc us unfeen, or are very little at- 
tended to. Wc can eafily forgive a little incorrectnefs of 
drawing in the paintings of a Correggio, when there is to 
much beauty and grace t* atone for it. He died in January 
1691, in his feventieth year." Thus far from Granger. — Sir 
William's Pofthumous Works were publilhed by Dr. Swift ; 
who is fuppofed to have written the Lift-. A good edition 

of them was printed in 1770, in four volumes 8vo. The 
humber of his poems being fmall, he is but little known as 
a poet, though furely fome of them are very beautiful. I 
have by accident a thin volume, in 8vo. without title or date, 
With MS. corrections, formerly belonging to Lady Giffanl, 
■which there, is great reafon to-believe was printed ouly for 
private ufc and never publifiied, whence the reader will be 
gfat^fied whl) fomc poems which may not improperly be called 

-tyrigmal, N. 

•Dm. There 
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There canity the (hepherds, there the weary hinds, 

Thither Menalcas parch 'd with frofh and winds. 

All afkhim whence, for .whom this fatal love? 

Apollo came, his arts and herbs to -prove : 

Why, Gail us ! why fo fond ? he fays; thy flame, 

Thy care, Lycoris, is another's game ; 

For hira-fhefighs and raves, him (he purfues 

Thorough the mid-day heats and morning dews; 

Over the fnovvy cliffs and frozen dreams, 

Through noify camps. Up, Gallus, leave thy dreams* 

She has left thee. Still lay the drooping fwain 

Hanging his mournful head ; Phoebus in vain 

Offers his herbs, employs his counfel hcrej 

*Tis all refut/d, or anfwer'd with a tear. 

What (hakes the branches ! what makes all the trees 

Begin to bow their heads, the goats their knees ! 

Oh! 'tis Sylvanus, with his mofly beard 

And leafy crown, attended by a herd 

Of wood-born .fatyrs ; fee I he (hakes his fpeaT, 

A green young oak, the tailed of the year. 

Pan, the Arcadian God, forfook the plains, 

MovM with the (lory of his Gallus* pains. 

We faw hira come with oaten-pipe in hand, 

Painted with berries juice; we faw him (land 

And gaze upon his (hepherd's bathing eyes ; 

And what! no end, no end of grief, he cries! 

Love little minds ail thy confuming care, 

Or reftlcfs thoughts ; they are his daily fare, 

Itfor cruel Love with tears, nor grafs with fhowers, 

ftor goats with tender fprouts, nor bees with flowers 

Are 
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Are ever fatisfy'd. Thus fpoke the God> 
And touch'd the fhepherd with his hazlc rod : 
He, forrow-flain, feem'd to revive, and faid, 
But yet, Arcadians, is my grief allay 'd, 
To think that in thefe woods, and hills, and plains, 
When I am filcnt in the grave, your f wains 
Shall ling my loves, Arcadian fwains infpir'd 
By Phoebus ! Oh ! how gently fhall thefe tir'd 
And fainting limbs repofe in endlcfs deep, 
While your fvvcet notes my love immortal keep f 
Would it had pleas'd the Gods I had been born 
Juft one of you, and taught to wind a horn,. 
Or wield a hook, or prune a branching vine, 
And known no other love but, Phyllis, thine; 
Or thine, Amyntas ; what though both arc brown, 
So are the nuts and berries on the down j 
Amongft the vines, the willows, and the fprings, 
Phyllis makes garlands, and Amyntas fings. 
No cruel abfence calls my love away, 
Farther than bleating flicep can go aflray z. 
Here, my Lycoris, here are fhady groves, 
Here fountains cool, and meadows foft ; our loves 
And lives may here together wear, and end : 

the true joys of fuch a fate and friend ! 

1 now am hurried by fevere commands 
Into remotcft parts, among the bands 

Of armed troops j there by my foes purfued, 
Here by my friends \ but fiill by Love fubdued. 
Thou, far from home and me, art wandering o'er 
The Alpine fnows, the fartheft wcflcrn (ho re, 

D 3 Tfic 
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The frozen Rhine. When are we like to meet > 

Ah, gently, gently, left thy tender feet 

Be cut with ice. Cover thy lovely arms ; 

The northern cold relents not at thtit charms t 

Away, I '11 go into fome fhady bowers, 

And fing the fongs I made in happier hours, 

And charm my woes. How can I better chufe, 

Than among wildeft woods myfelf to lofe, 

And carve our loves upon the tender trees 5 

There they will thrive. See how my love agrees 

With the young plants : look, how they grow toget 

In fpight of abfence, and in fpight of weather. 

Meanwhile L'll climb- that rock, and ramble o'e» 

Yon woody hill ; I '11 chace the grizly boar, 

I '11 find Diana's and her nymphs refort; 

No frofts, .no ftorms, mail (lack my eager fportl 

Methinks I'm wandering all about the rocks 

And hollow-founding woods : look how my locks" 

Are torn with boughs and thorns ; my (hafts are' gor 

My legs arc tir'd j and all my fport is done. 

Alas! this is no cure for my difeafe; 

Nor can our toils that cruel God appeafe. 

Now neither nymphs, nor fongs can pleafe me more 

Nor hollow woods, nor yet the chafed boar : 

No fport, no labour, can divert my grief : 

Without Lycoris there, is no relief. 

Though I mould drink up Heber's icy dreams, 

Or Scythian fnows, yet ftill her fiery beams 

Would fcorch me up. Whatever we can prove, . 

Love conquers all, and we mull yield to Love* 

t VIRGII 
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VIRGIL'S O FORTUNA.TOS, &c. • 

TRANSLATED, OR RATHER IMITATED, 
UPON THE DESIRE OF MY LADY TEMPLE. 

BY THE SAME; NOT IN HIS WORKS. 

/Y HAPPY f wains, if their own good they knew ! 

^^ Whom, far from jarring arms, the juft and due 

Returns of well-fraught fields with eafy fare 

Supply, and chearful heavens with healthy air : 

What though no aged title grace the flock ; 

What though no troops of early waiters flock. 

To the proud gates, and with officious fear 

Firft beg the porter's, then the matter's ear ; 

What though no ftately pile"~ainufe the eye 

Of every gazer; though no fcarlet dye 

Stain the fbft native whitenefs of the wool,. 

Nor greedy painter ever rob the full 

Untainted bowls of liquid olives* juice 

Deftin'd for altars, and for tables ufe ; 

Though the bright dawn of gold be not begun r 

And nothing fhine about the houfe but fun ; 

Yet fecure peace^ reward of harmlefs life, 

Yet various forts of treafures free from ftrife 

Or envy, carelefs leifure, fpacious plains, 

Cool (hades and flowery walks along the veins- 

* Georg. II. 458, & feqq. 

1)4- Of 
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Of branched dreams yet foft and fearlefs deep 
A mid ft the tender bleating of the fhecp 
Want not ; there hollow gloomy groves appear, 
And wilder thickets, where the flaring deer 
Dare clofs their eyes j there youth to homely fare, 
And patient labour, age to chearful care 
Accuftom'd, facred rites, and humble fear 
Of Gods above j fair Truth and Juflice there 
Trod their lad footdeps when they left the earth, 
Which to a thoufand mifchiefs gave a birth. 

For rue, the Mufes are my fiift defire, 
Whofe gentle favour can with holy fire 
Guide to great Nature's deep myderious cells 
Through paths untrae'd : 'tis the chafte Mufe that telU 
Poor groveling mortals how the dars above 
Some keep their dation, fome unwearied move 
Through the vad azure plains, and what obfeures 
The mid-day fun j how the faint moon endures 
So many changes, and fo many fears, 
As by the palenefe of her face appears ; 
What (hakes the bowels of the groaning earth $ 
What gives the thunder, what the hail a birth; 
Why the winds fometimes whidle, fometimes roar ; 
What makes the raging waves now brave it o'er 
The towering cliffs, now calmly backwards creep 
Into the fpacious bofom of the deep. 
But if cold bldbd about my heart (hall damp 
This noble heat of rifling Nature's camp, 
Then give me fhady groves, and purling dreams, 
And airy downs ; then, far from fcorclung beams 

Of 
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Of envy, noife, or dries bufy fry, 

Carelefs and namelefs let me live and die. 

Oh, where 1 where are the fields, the waving veins 

Of gentle mounts amidft the fmooiher plains > 

The nymphs fair walks ? Oh, for the fhady vale 

Of fome proud hill, fome frefh reviving gale ! 

Oh, who will lead me ? Whrher fhall 1 run, 

To find the woods, and fhroud me from the fun ? 

Happy the man that Gods and caufes knows, 

Nature's and Reafon's laws, that fcorns the blqws 

Of Fate or Chance, lives without fmiles or tears, 

Above fond hopes, above diftra&ing fears. 

Happy the fwain that knows no higher powers 

Than Pan or old Sylvanus, and the bowers 

Of rural nymphs fo oft by fatircs griev'd 

(All this unfeen perhaps, but well bcliev'd) j 

Him m<>ve not princes frowns, nor peoples heats, 

Nor faith lefs civil jars, nor foreign threats ; 

Not Rome's affairs, nor tranfitory crowns, 

The fall of princes, or the rife of clowns, 

All 's one to him j nor grieves he at the fad 

Events he hears, nor envies at the glad. 

What fruits the laden boughs, the willing fields, 

What pleafures innocence and freedom yields, 

He fafely gathers, neither (kills the feat 

Of arms or laws, nor labours but to eat. 

Some rove through unknown feas with fwelling fails 3 

Some wait on courts and the uncertain gales 

Of princes favour ; others, led by charms 

Of greedy honour, follow fatal arms* 

Scgtt 
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Some mount the pulpit, others ply the bar, 
And make the arts of peace the arts of war. 
One hugs his brooding bags, and feels the woe 
He fears, and treats himfelf worfe than his foe 
Another breaks the banks, lets. all run out 
But to be talk'd and gaz'd on by the rout. 
Some fow fedition, blow up civil broils, 
And venture exile, death, and endlefs toils,. 
Only to deep in fcarlet, drink in gold, 
Though other fair pretences may be told. 
Meanwhile the fwain rifes at early dawn, 
And turns his fallow, or breaks up the lawn 
"With crqoked plough, buries the hopeful grain,* 
Folds his lov'd flock, and lays a wily train 
For their old foe j prunes the luxurious vine, 
Pleas'd with. the thoughts of the next winter's wine r 
Vifits the. lowing herd, thefe for the pale, 
Thofe for the yoke defigns, the reft for fale : 
Each feafon of the Aiding year his pains 
Divides, each feafon fhares his equal gains. 
The youthful fpring fcatters the tender lambs 
About the fields ; the parching fummer crams 
His fpacious barns; Bacchus the autumn crowns, 
And fair Pomona ; when the winter frowns 
And curls his rugged brow with hoary froft, 
Then are his feafts, then thoughts and cares are loft 
Hn. friendly bpwlp, then he receives die hire 
Of his year's labour tyy a. chearful fire. 
Or elfe abroad he, tries the arts and toils 
Of war* with tru/ty dog; and foear he foils 
'... - ' The- 
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The grizly boar ; with traps, and trains, and nets, 

The greedy wolf, the wily fox befets. 

.At home he leaves,, at home he finds, a wife 

Sharer of all that's good or bad in life; 

Prudent and chafte, yet gentle, eafy, kind, 

Much ia his eye, and always of his mind ; 

He feeds no others children for his own j 

Thefe have his kifles, thefe his cares ; he *s known 

little abroad, and lefs defires to know; 

Friend to himfelf, to no man elfe a foe. 

Eafy his labours, harmlefs are his plays, 

Juft are his deeds, healthy and long his days : 

His end nor wifh'd nor feared j he knows no odds 

*Tween life and deat-h, but ev*n as pleafe the Gods*. 

Among fuoh fwains Saturn the fceptre bore $ 

Such cuftoms made the golden age, before 

Trumpets were heard, or fwords-feen to decide. 

Quarrels of luft, or avarice, or pride ; 

Gr cruel men began to ftain their fcafts 

With blood and flaughteir of poor harm lefs beafts*; 

Thus liv'd the ancient Sabines, thus the bold 

Etrurians, fo renown'd and fear'd of old. 

Thus Ronrulus, and thus aufpicious Rome 

FTom (knder low beginnings, by the doom 

Of Fates, to fuch prodigious greatnefs came, 

Bounded by heavens, and feas, and vafter fame.. 

But hoW ! for wKy, the country fwain alone ? 

Though he. be bleft, cares not to have it known* 
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HORACE, BOOK I. SAT. I. 

BEING A TRANSLATION, OR RATHER IMITATION", 

OF HIS WAY OF WRITING, 

UPON THE DESIRE OF MY LADY TEMPLE, 

AND MY LADY GIFFARDv 

BY THE SAME; NOT IN HIS WORKS* 

HO W is 't, Maecenas, that no man abides 
The Jot which rcafon gives, or chance divides. 
To his "own fliare ? flill praifes other (tars ? 
Oh happy merchants ! broken with the wars 
And age, the foldier cries. On t'other fide, 
When the (hip 's toil by raging winds and tide, 
Happy the wars ! there in an hour one dies. 
Or conquers, the repining merchant cries. 
The lawyer, paft the fear of being poor, 
When early clients taber at his door, 
And break his fleep, forgets his eafy gains, 
And mutters, Oh how bled are country fwains, 
Their time *s their own ! But when th* unpra&is'd clowa 
Summon'd by writ enters the bufy town, 
Every man's prey or jeft he meets, How curd 
His hap, he cries, in fields fo rudely nurft ! 
Tha relt of the fame kind would make a theme 
As long and tedious as a winter's dream. 
But to difpatch : if any God (hall fay, 
Your vows are heard, each has his wi(b, away, 

Change 
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Change all your ftations ; foldier, go and trade ; 

Merchanr, go fight ; lawyer, come take the fpade 

And plough in hand ; farmer, put on the gown, 

Learn to be civil, and leave off the clown* [find 

Why whtt d* ye mean, good firs ! make hade, you '11 

Hardly one God another time fo kind. 

Soft, and confider, they all (land and flare, 

Like what they would be worfe than what they arc. 

Well, this is mirth, and 'tis confell, though few 

Can tell me what forbids jefts to l>e true, 

Or gentle m afters to invite their boys 

To fpell and learn at firft with plumbs and toys* 

But to grow ferious, he that follows arm*, 
rhyfick,or laws, thriving by others harms, 
The fawning hoft and he that fweats at plough, 
Th* adventurous merchant, all agree and vow 
Their end '* the fame ; they labour and they care, 
Only that reft and eafe may be thtir (hare 
When they grow old, and have fecur'd the main : 
Juft fo we fee the wife and heedful train 
Of bufy ants in reftlefs jourhies fpend 
The fummer-months to gather and to mend 
Their little heap, forefeeing winter's rage, 
And in their youth careful to ftore their age. 
But when it comes, they fnug at home, and fhare 
The fruits in plenty of their common care. 
A council fafe and wife ; when neither fire, 
tfor fea, nor froft, nor fteel, tames thy defire 
Of endlefs gain, whilft there is any can 
So much as cell thee of one richer man, 

Whcro 
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Where is the plea-fore* with a* timorous hand 
And heart, to bury treafures in the fand ? 

Who would he rich mud never touch the batik ; 
'You rout an army if you break a rank. 
' But if ne'er touch'd, what helps the facred. heap 
Of hidden gold ? thy fweaty hinds may reap 
Large fields of corn, and fill whole tuns with wine; 
But yet thy belly holds no more than mine* 
So the tann'd {lave, that 's made perhaps to {loop 
Under the whole provisions of the troop, 
'Upon their way, alas, eats no more bread 
Than he that carried none mpon- his head. 
Or tell me what 't imports the man that lives 
Within the narrow bounds that Nature gives 
To plough a hundred or a thoufand fields ? 
Oh ! but to draw from a great heap that yields 
More than is afk'd, is pleafant fuie : but why, 
If mine, though little, gives roe more than I 
*Or you can ufe, where is the difference ? 
Why is your fortune better or your fenfe? 
As if fome traveller, upon his way 
Wanting one quart of- water to allay 
His raging thirft, mould 4corn a little fpring 
And feck a river, 'twere a pleafant thing : 
And what comes on't, that fuch as covet more 
Than what they need, perhaps are tumbled o'er 
''Into the rtreamby failing banks, whilft he 
That only wants what can't be fpar'd is: free, 
And, drinking, at the fpring, nor water fears 
^Troubled with mud,. nor mingled with his tears. 
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Yet mod men fay, by falfe tlcfire milled, 
"Nothing 's enough, becaufe you 're valued 
Juft fo much as you have. What (hall one fay 
-Or do to fuch a roan ? Bid him away 
And be as wretched as he pleafe himfelf 
Whilft he fo fondly doats on dirty pelf. 
A fordid rich Athenian, to allay 
The fcorn of all the peoples tongues, would fay, 
They hifs me, but I hug myfelf at home, 
While I among my endlcfs treafurcs roam. 
Tantalus catches at the flying ftreams 
That ftill beguile him like a lover's dreams. 
Why doft thou laugh ? Of thee the fable 's told, 
Thou that art plunged in thy heaps of gold, 
And gaz=(l on them with fuch wakeful eyes, 
And greedy thoughts, yet dar'ft not touch the prize 
No more than if *t were facred, or enjoy 'd 
Like pictures which with handling are deftroy'd. 

Doft thou not know what money 's worth ? what vXc 
It yields ? let bread be bought, and chcarfui juice 
Of grapes, warm eafy cloaths, and wood to burn, 
As much of all as ferves kind Narurc's turn. 
Or elfe go fpend thy nights in broken dreams 
Of thieves or fire, by day try ail extremes 
Of pinching cold and hunger, make thy fare 
Of watchful thoughts, and heart-confuming care. 
Are thefe thy treafures ? thefc thy goods } may I 
In want of all fuch riches' live and die ! 
But if thy body (hakes with aguifh cold, 
Or burns with raging fevers, or grows old # 

Bctimoe 
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Betimes with unkind ufagc, thou art fped 
With friends and fervants that furround thy bed, 
Make broths, and beg phyfkians to reftorc 
A health now fo bewail'd, fo IovM before 
By all thy dear relations. Wretched man ! 
Neither thy wife, nor child, nor fcrvant, can 
Endure thou (hould'ft recover; all the bovs 
And girls, thy neighbours hare ihee, make a noife 
To break thy flecps ,• and doft thou wonder, when 
Thou lov'ft thy gold far above Gods or men ? 
Canft thou teach others love, thyfelf have none ? 
Thou may'ft as well get children all alone. 
Then let there be fome end of gain ; the more 
Thou doft pofTefs, the lefs fear to be poor. 
And end thy labour when thou haft attained 
What firft thou hadft in aim, nor be arraigned 
Like bafe Umidius, who was wont ro mete 
His money as his neighbours did their wheat, 
By bufhels ; yet a wretch to fuch degree 
That he was cloath'd and fed as beggarly 
As the worft flave, and to his very laft 
His fear of downright ftarving ne'er was paft; 
Bur, as the Gods would have it, a brave truil, 
He kept, with a plain hatchet cleft his (kull. 

What is your counfel then, I pray, to fwill 
Like Nomenranus, or like Manius ft: 11 
To pinch and caik ? Why go' ft thou on to join 
Things fo directly oppofire ? Tis tine, 
And does become thee, if I bid thee fly 
The prodigal, a mifer thou muft die x 

I Nor 
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^Jor one nor t'other like my counfel founds ; 
There is a mean in things, and certain bounds, 
Short or beyond the which the troth and right 
Cannot confift, nor long remain in fight. 

But to return from whence I parted ; Where 
Is there one mifer does content appear 
With what he is or has, and does not hate 
His own, or envy at his neighbour's fate ? 
Never regards the endlefs fwarm of thofe 
That fo rauoh poorer are, but ft ill outgoes 
The next, and then the next, when he is paft, 
Meeting (till one or other flops his hafle. 
Like a tierce rider in a numerous race 
That ftarts and fpurs it on with eager pace, 
While there is one before him, vext in mind, 
-But fcorning all that he has left behind. 
Hence comes it that fo feldom one is found 
Who fays his life has happy been and found ; 
And, having fairly meafur'd out the fpan 
Of pofting age, dies a contented man; 
Or riles from the table like a gueft 
That e'en has fill'd his belly at the feaft. 
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£ MISCELLAKY J 1 OEMS; 
ON MRS, PHILIPPS'S DEATH*. 

AT, THE DESIRB OJP MY LADY TEMPLE. 
BY THE SAME* NOT IN HIS WORKS. 

TTT H Y all thefe looks fo Solemn and So fad ! 

* Who is that one -can die, and none be glad ! 
The rich leaves hern, the great makes xoom, .the wife 
Plcafes the foolifli only when he dies. 
Men fo divided are in hopes and fears, 
That none can ike ©r die with general tears j 

Til 

* Mrs. Catharine Philipps, better "known "by tfhe poetical 
nameofOrinda,was the daughter of John Fowler, merchant, 
and born in London, 1 631, as Wood and Ballard (in 1633 ac- 
cording to Jacob) ; was married to James Philipps, of the 
Priory of Cardigan, efq. about the year 1647; and died in 
Fleet-ftreet, in the -month of June, 1664. Her poems, in- 
xluding two tragedies,*' Horace" and " Pompey," both trans- 
lated from Corneille, were collected in a folio volume, and 
afterwards reprinted in o£tavo. She was alfo the writer of a 
•'volume of Letters (publilhed many years after her death) to 
•Sii Charles Cotterel, intituled, ■" Letters from Orinda to Po- 
** liarchus;" which have been much admired. 
•° Orinda's works, with courtly graces ftor'd, 
u True fenfe in nice expreflions will afford." 

Dr. King, vol. III. p. 178. 
Mrs. Philipps was as much famed for her friendfhip, as for 
htt poetry ;. and -had the food fortune to be equally efteemed 
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f Tis* Aire fome ftar is fallen, and our hearts 
Grow heavy as its gentle influence parts. • 
Thus faid I, 'and like others hung my heady 
When ftraight'twas whWper'd, 'tis OrindVs dead t 
Orinda ! what ! the glory of our ilage ! 
'Crown of'herfex, and wonder of the age ! 
<5racefuljand fair in body and in mind, 
'She that taught fallen Virtue to be kind, 
Youth to be wife, Mirth to be innocent, 
'Fame to be fteady, Envy to relent, 

Levi 

by the heft poet and the beft divine of her age. Dr. Jeremy- 
Taylor addreffed his difcourfe " on the nature and effects of 
41 friendfhip" to this lady j and Mr. Cowley has celebrated 
her memory, in an Ode particularly diftinguiihed by the 
Tery learned .and fagacious editor of his " Select Works."— 
The induftrious Mr. Langbaine fays, " (he was one that 
" equalled the Lefbian Sappho, and Roman Sulpicia : as they 
"were praifed by Horace, Martial, Auibnius, and other 
u antient poets ; fo was this lady commended by the carlo of 
M Orrery and Rofcommon, by Cowley, Flatman, and other 
M eminent poets. 7 ' Sir John Denham added a fifth ad to her 
tragedy, of " Horace," which was performed at court by per- 
forms of quality, in 1678. In the prologue, fpoken by the 
duke of Monmouth* it was obferved, that 

u While a woman Horace did tranflate, 

" Horace did rife above a Roman flate." 
The commendation (he received from Lord Rofcommon is thus 
handfomely returned by Mrs. Philipps : " Lord Rofcommon is 
* certainly one of the moft promifing young noblemen in Ire- 
u land. He has paraphrafed a Pfalm admirably ; and a fcene 
Ei «♦ of 
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Love to be oool, fend Friendfhip to he warm, >. V 
Praife to do good, and Wit to do*no harm ! : » 

Orinda! that wis fent the' WorhtH* give • • -* 

The bt-ft example how to wnte'and live ! 
The queen of poets, whofoe'er Vibe king, 
And to whofe fceptre all their homage bring ! 
Who mors than men cbnceif'd and underfhfod, 
And more than women knew how to Ik good! 
Who learnt all young that age could e'er attain; 
Excepting only to be proud and vain .j 

u of Paftor Fidovery finely, in fome places much better than 
w Sir Richard Fanlhaw. This was undertaken merely in 
u compliment to me, who happened to fay that it was thebeft 
" fcene in Italian, and the worft in Engliih. He was only 
w two hours a"bout it. *It begins thus : 

" Dear happy grorcs, and you the dark retreat 
* Of fiferit horrour, Reft's eternal feat." 
From thefe lines, which arc fince fomewhat mended, it ap- 
pears that he did not think a work of two hours fit to en- 
dure the eye of criticifm without revifal. When Mrs. Phi- 
lipps was in Ireland, fome ladies, that had fecn her tranflation 
of Pompey, referred to bring it on the ftage at Dublin ; 
and, to promote their defign, Lord Rofcommon gave them 
a prologue., and "Sir Edward Dering an epilogue ; " which," 
fays fhe, " are the fceft performances of th >fe kinds I eret 
" faw." If this is not criticifm, it is at leaf! gratitude. 
The thought of bringing Cselar and Pompey into Ireland, 
"the only country over which Cacfar never had any power, 
is lucky.— I need not point out the part of thele remarks for 
which I am indebted to Lord Rofcommon's incomparable 
Biographer. N. 

And 
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And made alone fo rich amends for all 

The faults her fex committed fince the fall ! 

Cad (he be dead? Can any thing be great * 

And fafe ? Can day advance, and not retreat; 

Into the (hady night ? Bar me was young ; 

.And might have liv'd to tune the world, and fung 

Us all afleep, that now lament her fall. 

And Fate unjuft, Heaven unrelenting call. 

Alas I can any fruit grow ripe in fpring, 

And hang till autumn ? Nature gives this (ling 

To all below, whatever thrives too faft 

Decays too foon, laze growths may longer la ft. 

Orinda could not wait on ilow-pacM Time, 

Having fo far to go, fo high to climb ; 

But, like a flam of heavenly fire' that falls 

Into fome earthly dwelling, firft it calls 
The neighbours only to admire the light 
And luftre that furprize their wondering fight, 
Till, kindling all, it grows a noble flame, 
Towering and fpiring up from whence it came j 
But, ere arrived at thofe azure walls, 
The houfe thaf lodg'd it here to aflies falls. 
Such was Orinda's foul. But hold ! 1 fee 
A troop of mourners in deep elegy : 
Make room and liften to their charming lays, 
For they bring cyprefs here to trade fbr bays % 
And he cteferves it who of all the reft 
Praifcs and imitates Orinda bed. 
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ON MY LADY GIFFARD'S LOQRY t \ 

f^\ F all the queftions which the curious raifc 

^^ Richer in fearch of knowledge or of praifc, 

None'feem fo much perplexed or fo nice 

As where to find the feat of paradife. 

But who could once that happy region name, 

From whence the fair and charming Loory came ? * 

To end this doubt would give the beft advice, 

For this was fure the bird of paradife. 

Such radiant colours from no tainted air, 

Such notes and humour from no lands of care. 

Such unknown fmells couUl from no common earth,, 

From no known climate could receive a. birth : 

For he alone in. thefe alive outvy'd 

All the perfumes with which the phoenix died.. 

About a gentle turtle's was the fize, 
The fweeteft (hape that e'er furprized eyes. 
A longifh hawked bill, and yellow brown,. 
A flick black velvet cap upon the crown. 
His back a fcarlet mantle cover 'd o'er, 
One purple fploach upon his neck he wore. 
His jetty eyes were circled all with flame ; 
His fwel'.ing bread was, with his back,, the fame, 
AU down his belly a deep violet hue 
Was gently lhaded to an azure blue. 

* From the defcription, perhaps a fpecics of fingjng par* 
r.ot. N. 

H» 
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His Spreading wings were green, to brown inclin'd r 
But with a fweet pale ft raw -colour were lin'd. 
His tail, above was purples mixt with green,, 
Under, a colour fuch as ne r er was feen ; 
When like a fan it fpread, a mixture bold 
Of green and yellow, grideline and gold. 
Thus by fond nature was he dreft more gay 
Than eaftern kings in all their rich array ; 
For feather much, as well as flower, outvie* 
In fottnefs (ilk, in colour mortal dyes. 

But none his beauty with his humour dare, 
Nor can his body with his foul compare. 
If that was wonder, this was prodigy; 
They dirTer'd as the fineft earth and Iky. 
If ever any reasonable foul 
HarbourM in fhape of either brute or fowl* 
This was the manfion ; metamorphofy 
Gain'd here the credit loll in poetry. 
No paftion moving in a human bread 
Was plainer feen, or livelier expreft. 
No wit or learning, eloquence or fong, 
Acknowledge kindnefs, or complain'd of wrong, 
With accents half fo feeling as his notes t 
Look how he rages, now again he doats ; 
Brave like the eagle, meek as is the dove, 
Jealous as men, like women does lie love. 
With bill he wounds you fudden as a dart, 
Then, nibbling, aiks you pardon from his heart* 
He calls you back if e'er you go. away, 
He thanks you if you are fo kind to flay* 

£4 Whem 
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When you return, with exulration high 
He raifes notes that almoft pierce the iky, 
But all in fuch a language, that we gueft, 
Though lie fpoke ours, he found his own the beftt- 

Such a hadeen * ne'er came upon the ftage, 
So droll, fo monkey in his play and rage ; 
Sprawling upon his hack, and pitching pyes, 
Twirling his head, and flurring at the flies. 
A thoufand tricks and poftures would he (how, 
Then rife fo pleas'd both with himfelf and you,. 
That the amaz'd beholders could not fay 
Whether the bird was happier, or they. 

With a foft bruih was tipt his wanton tongue,- 
He lapt his water like a tiger young : 
His lady's teeth with this he prick'd and prun'd j 
With this a thoufand various notes he tun'd. 
A chagrin f fine cover'd his little feet, 
Which to wild airs would in wild meafures meet* 
With thefe he took you by the hand, his prey 
With thefc he ftixM, with thefe he hopt away. . 
With thefe held up he made his bold defence, 
The arms of fafety, love,, and violence. 

With all thefe charms Loory endow'd and drdl^. 
Forfaking climates with fuch creatures blefr,. 
From c aftera regions and remotcd. flrands 
Flew to the gentle Artemifa's hands j 
And, when from thence he gave the fatal (tart, 
Went to the gentle Artemifa's heart; 

* From the French badin, a pcrfbnfull of plaj. •]&. 
£ Qz ihagrecn ? N. 

3 Fed 
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Fed with her hands, and perch*d upon her head, 
From her lips watecM, neiWd in her bed ; 
Nurft with her cares, preferved with her fears, 
And now, alas f embalmed with fat tears. 
But furc. among the griefs that plead juft caufe*. 
This needs muft be acquitted by the laws : 
For never could be greater paftion, 
Concernment, jealoufy, for miftrefs fliown, 
Content in prefence, and at parting grief;, 
Trouble, in abfence, by return relief; 
Such application, that he was i' th* end 
Company, Jover, play- fellow, and friend; 

Could 1 but, hope or live one man to find 1 
As much above the reft of human-kind 
As this above the race of all that fly, 
Long mould I live, contented fhould I die. 
Had fuch a creature heretofore appear'd 
When to fuch various Gods were altart rcafc^. 
Who came transformed down in twenty (bapes 
For entertainment, love, revenge, or rapes : 
Loory would then have Mercury been thought^ 
And of him facred images been wrought : 
For between him fure was fufficient odds, 
And all th' Egyptian, Gothic, Indian Gods i 
Nay, with more reafon had he been ador'd 
Than God* that perjur'd, GoddefTes that whori!:* 
Yet fuch the greateft nations chofe or found, 
And rah'd the higheft plant from loweft ground*. 
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TROM VIRGIL'S G~EORGICKS, BOOK IV. 

BY T#E SAME; NOT IN HIS WaRKi 

'T* H E fhepherd Ariftaeus, grieving, fee* 
■■" The helplefs lnfs of his heloved hees j 
Ifn vain he with the ftrong contagion ft rives, 
The cluttering (locks lie famifliM in their hives %. 
Some from abroad return with droopy wing, 
With empty thighs, and mod without a fting. 
They with dffeafes, he with forrow pines* 
And to his fpited grief himfelf refigns •% 
Abandons all his wonted cares and pains* 
His flocks, his groves, his fhepherds, and his plains* 
Away he goes, led by his raving dreams, 
To the clear head of the Peneian ftreams ; 

Full 

* Ariftaeus was Ton of Cyrene, daughter ro one of the an~ 
cient kings of Arcadia ; and by AporTo as was believed or ar 
lcaft reported. His birth was concealed, and he was fent to 
be privately brought up among the (hepherds of Arcadia r 
where, grown a man, he applied himfelf wholly to the cares 
and ftores of a country life, in all which he fuceeeded, (b at 
to grow renowned for his knowledge and wealth. He was 
efteemed the firft inventor of cheefe r oil, and honey, or rather 
of the art of hiving bees, which before were wild, and their 
ftocks found only by chance and in hollow trees. For this 
fee was worlhlped among the Arcadians as foa of Apollo, 



X R I S T JE XT 5.. jf# 

Full of complaints he them his fontnr breaks, . 
And thus reproaching to his mother fpeaks t 
Cyrene, fometime mother, whofe .abodes* 
Are at the bottom of thefe crvftal floods,. 
IF e'er Apo'lo charmed thy defirey 
A$ I anytold^ or was my facred fire; 
If ever thou brought'ft forth this child,- the hate 
And fcorn of angry unrelenting Fate ; 
What is his care? Or where thy tender love, 
That bid me hope for bleflcd feats above ? 
Is this*th ? advantage of immortal race > 
Are thefe the trophies that* thy offspring grace ? ; 
Is 't not enough- 1 pafs inglorious life- 
Among the country (hades? in toil and ftrife,. 
With my hard fate, but thou mud envy bear*. 
That I liv'd privare, void of hope or fear ? 
Sprung from fuch feed I (hould a hero* be,. 
Is it too much to be content and free ? 

and as other inventors of things neceflary or moft ufeful to ho-" 
man life. He fell 1 in love with Eurydice newly efpoufed to Or- 
pheus ; and by his purfuit of her was the occafion of her* 
death, being bitten by a foake as (he fled from him*. This- 
was followed by the death of Orpheus after a long and incli- 
nable grief, whereupon Ariftstus was by the nymphs, com*- 
panions of Eurydice, plagued in all his ft ores,, but moft of 
all in his bees, of which he was fondeft, till he loft them all,* 
and. was urdefpair ever to recover them : but, by the advice 
of his mother and of Proteus, to whom ihe fent him, he 
came to find our bath the truccauic of his lofs* and means of 
retrieving it. Tnmrum* 

Whtt 
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What is tfee 'honbur of poor fhcty a#d tee*, . 
That thou fliouid'ft tnyy or deny roe thefe? 
Thou art a Goddefs, I an humbly fwarn, 
And can my rural fortunes give thae pain ? 
If fo, then come and cjjt down all my groves, 
Parch all my cared {heaves, and kill nay. droves, 
FamiuYmy Hocks, and root up all my vines j 
He that is once undone no more repines. 
Thus went .he on, until at length the found 
Reach'd fair Cyrene ; fhe fat circled round 
With all her nymphs, iu vaulted chambers fpread 
Under the great and facred river's bed j 
There was Cydippe, gentle, fvveet, and fair, 
And bright Dycorias with golden hair ; 
The firft a* virgin free from wanton ftains, 
The other newly pad Lucira's pains j 
Clio and Ueroe from the ocean 
Lately arrived each upon a fvvan ; 
Opis and Ephyre and Deiopeia, 
Drymo, Ligaea, and the young Thaleia ; 
Swift Arethufa had her quiver laid j 
£nd wanton Speio with her garland play'd ; 
Som? fpin Milefian wools, fome entertain 
The reft with ilpries of the pleafing pain ; 
The gay Climene told the crafty wiles 
Of jealous Vulcan; how he Mars beguiles, 
How the fweet thefts are found, the train is fet. 
And how the lovers ftrugglc in the net. 

Whilft to fuch tales they lend a willing ear, 
Their, time and work awav together wear; 

Till 
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Ariffaeus' fed complaint begins .' 

nakc them iiftca, then proceeding wins 
he attention of the cryftal halt :. 
Arethufa,:ii»owed> before all 
red (huts ;up,'nNt Tears her fprightlr liead 
/e the waves that murmur'd as they Hed j 
, Oh the. God*i Cyrene ! arcs fhc c*it, 
• Cyrene, filler, here without, 
chiefeft care,, fad Ariftaeus ftands; 
fighs, and (well*, and with his gentle handt 
ss his wet -eyes, then to reproaches falls, 
thee unkind and cruel mother calls, 
e, {truck and pale, and feeling all the (marc 
: at fuch news could pierce a mother's heart, 
,, Bring him to us, bring him ftrait away, 
lim 'tis lawful, Ariftaeu9 may, 
ng of the Gods, their facred portals tread, 
i (he commands the hafty ftreams, that fled 
ft away, to flop and leave a room 
re the fad youth might to her palace come: . 
waters hear their Goddefs's command, 
, rifing from their bed, in arches ftsnd? 
:h rough the glazed vaults, amaz'd, defcends, 
ed by two of the kind nymphs, his friends, 
the vaft fpacious caverns he defcries, 
re fair Cyrene's watery kingdom lies, 
, (truck with wonder, the new fcene beheld, 
re in vaft regions mighty waters fwell'd; 
gloomy groves repeat the hollow found 
ailing floods, there rocky cliffs- rebound 
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The farming echoes, i here great lakes remain 
Snclos'ft in caves, referv'dto fill fome vein 
Of failing Rream? ,- there mighty • rivers roil 
fin torrents raging, and without control; 
*Here gentle 13X0011$ with « foftmuwnur glide* 
Phafis and Lycus*coaftiug'by;.hra fide j 
Cold Cydnusihaftening to Gicilian brands, 
Old Tyber winding through the tawny fands.; 
The troubled Hypanis and Anio fair, 
All hafte to (how their heads in open air; 
That way the rapid Po in. branched .veins 
.Runs out to water many fertile plains. 
At length the^aoble fwainis wondering brought 
Into a .great and round pavilion, wrought 
.Out of a cryftal rock, with mofs o'ergrown, 
Within 'twas paved all with pumice-done ; 
The vaulted roof with mother-pearl was fpread, 
-Fretted with coral in wild branches led, 
The wall in grotefque imagery -excels, 
Wrought in athoufand various-colour'd ihells^ 
.Some reprefenting the fierce fea-gods rapes, 
'Others the f airland flying nymphs efcapes ; 
iHere Neptune- with the Tritons in. his train, 
"There Venus rifing from the foamy main. 
Twenty light ivory chairs, „and cover'd all 
"With mofl'y cuibions, «ftood about the. hall j 
"To oncof thefe is Ariftaeus led, 
Where, fitting down, at firft he hung his hoad, 
'OThen, fighing, tells his ftory, and his moan 
.Repeats; but only. Wts. reproach «alone. 
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'Cyrene hearing all her fon's complaints? 
Alas, poor youth, (he cries, alas he faints j 
Is it with fading or with grief ? Go bring 
A bowl of water from yon cryftal Spring, 
Ami bring a flaggon of old fpark ling wine. 
The nymphs difpatch ; -Come make the altar thine 
With 4picy. flames, fome the white napkins get, 
And various di flies on the table fet. 
She takes a cup of one great pearl, and eric* 
Tirft to the Ocean let us facrifice; 
And, while (he holds it in her hand, (he prays 
To the great Ocean; fmgs the Ocean's praifej 
Invokes a hundred nymphs that him obey, 
But in a -hundred groves and rivers fway ; 
Thrice (he pours wine upon the facred fires, 
And thrice the flame to th' arched roof afpires, 
*WJth which propitious figns Cyrene pleas'd, 
She thus her fon's impatient grief appeas'd': 

In the Carpoethian gulph blue Proteus dwells, 
<5reat Neptune's prophet, who ihe ocean quells ; 
He in a glittering chariot courfes o-er 
The foaming waves, him all the nymphs adore, 
<Jld Nereus too, becaufe he all things knows, 
The pad, the prefent, and the future (hows : 
60 Neptune pleas'd, who Proteus thus infpir'd* 
And with fuch wages to his fervice hir'd, 
•Gave him the rule of all his briny flocks, 
That feed among a thoufand ragged rocks : 
He's coa fling now to the Emathian fhorc, 
Kcar fair Pallene, where bright Thetis bom 
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This fon x>f th' Ocean, thou mud him puifoe, 
And feize, and bin«\ and make him tell the true 
*Caufe and eveuH of thy fad difaftrous chance j 
By no fair words or prayers canft thou advance, 
Nor gentle meant ; hard force will make him bend. 
And for hrs own be glad to ferve thy end : 
When next the radiant fun lhall fcorch the plain, 
And thirlty cattle feek for {hade in vain j 
I will myfdf conduct thee to the cells 
.And clofe retreats where this enchanter dwells % 
When he the ocean leaves and takes his reft; 
There feize hits tired, and with fleep oppreft, 
And bind him larft with fetters and with chains.; 
And flill, the more he struggles and he drains, 
The fader hold him* and beware his wiles, 
3£y which he other mortals ft ill beguiles ; 
:Tbr into twenty various forms he '11 turn/ 
A marble pillar, or a curved urn, 
A flalh of fire, or elfe a gofhing flood, 
A Jhaggy lion fmeared all with blood, 
A fcaly dragon, or a rugged bear, 
A chafed boar, or tiger, he 'U appear. 
But thou, the more he ihifts his various ihapos, 
Take the more care to hinder his efcapes. 
And hold him fafter, till at length lie rife 
In the fame form thou didft him rirft furprize j 
Then will he tell whoie. anger has thee griev'dy 
And how thy lsfs may be again retriev'd. 

Thus faid Cvrene, and, with a. gentle look 
OJpon her fan, her golde* xrefles (hook. 
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Prom whence ambrofian odours were diffus'd 
About the room, by which the fhepherd, us'd 
So long to woe, ftraight Teemed to revive, 
And thought his loved bees again alive ; 
His hair and weed the fweet perfume retains. 
And fprigbtly vigour runs through all his veins. 

There is a mighty gulph, which many a tide 
Had eaten out of a great mountain's fide; 
Sometimes the foaming waves come braving o'er 
The tagged cliffs that all infeft the fhore, 
And a great fea covers this mighty bay ; 
But when with falling tides it deals away, 
Then does a dry and fpacious ftrand appear, 
Which rough and fcatter'd rocks does only bear. 
About the midft, one above all the reft 
With fcraggy fplints raifes its lofty creft ; 
The fpreadiug roof has two unequal fides, 
Half undermined by the beating tides, 
Which make two hollow chambers on the flrand, 
Arched with rock, and floored with the fand ; 
Of thefe the larger is the cool retreat 
Which Proteus choofes from the fcorching heat j 
Within the lefler fair Cyrene hides 
Bold Ariftaeus, where the youth abides, 
Turned from the light, and catfing in his mind 
How he may feize the bard, and how him bind. 

Thus all prepar'd, the nymph no longer flays, 
But in a mift away herlelf conveys; 
And, as fhe rifes, all the Iky grows clear, 
Phoebus .begins his flaming head to rear, 

Vol. II. F Parching 
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Parching til* corn ♦ and fcorching up the blades j 
The lowing cattle feek about for (hades, 
The panting lions with the heat opprcft, 
And tigers tamed, lay them down to reft; 
The thirfty* Indians haften to their caves ; 
And now the briny flocks forfake the waves : 
Here comes a Triton on a dolphin borne, 
There a great fea-horfe with his wreathed horn, 
The fnarling feals crawl up the Hoping fhore, 
And decp-mouth'd hounds that in Charybdis roar, 
Calves, hogs, and bears (all monfters of the floods 
But thofe refembling which frequent the woods) 
•Roll on the fand, or fprawling on their (ides 
Tn the hot fun they tan their tawny hides. 

Then Proteus, wafted o'er the curling waves, 
Leaps on the fliore, and haflcns to his caves ; 
There fitting down, he (hakes his briny locks, 
And eyes his herds fcatter'd among the rocks j 
Juft as fome aged ihepherd, ere the night 
Approaches, and the wolves begin to fright 
His tender lambs, gets on fome rifing ground, 
And gathers all his flocks about him round, 
•Views them with, care, and numbers all his fheep, 
Then on the grafs fecurely falls afleep. 
But Proteus fcarce is laid upon the fands, 
In eafy (lumbers ft retching out his hands, 
When the fierce youth in hafte upon him runs, 
Seizes him faft, and with amazement ftuns 
The frighted captive. Then he claps-on bands 
Upon his fainting legs and trembling hands. 

Yet 
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Vet *tis not long the elf Forgets his arts, 
But at the firft furprizing fright departs, 
Come to himfelf, he is himfelf no more, 
Nothing appears of what he was before ; 
Rot into twenty monftrous (hapes he turns, 
Guflies like water, or in flame he burns, 
A ferpent hifles, or a lion roars, 
A tiger's likenefs, or a grizly boar's : 
But the yrarn'd fwain never lets go his hold, 
Till Proteus finding none of all his old 
Accuftom'd wiles fucceed, he filence breaks, 
And thus ill human voice and fhape he fpeaks : 

But who, thou boldcft of all mortal race, 
Has fent thee here, my lonely fteps to trace, 
And taught thee, undifcerned, thus to creep 
Into the fecret clofets of the deep ? 
Or what 's the thing thou feek'ft now I am ty*d, 
And in thy hands ? The fliepherd ftraight reply 'd 
Thou afkeft what thou know'ft, for none can thee 
Deceive ; then think not of deceiving me : 
*Tis by the Gods commands we here are come 
To thee for help, or elfe to know our doom. 
At this the prophet rolls his fiery eyes, 
And grinds his teeth awhile, and then replies i 

'Tis not in vain, or for light caufe, decreed 
By angry Fates, that thy fond heart fhould bleed 
As well as his, for whom this puniflhment 
Too too unequal to thy crime is fent : 
'Tis wretched Orpheus does thy life infeft, 
And both have loft what both have loved beft j 

F 2 Thv 
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Thy heart was fet upon thy rural ftores, 
He nothing but.Eurydice adores ; 
Thou wert the caufe of her untimely fate, 
And he purfues thee with an endlefs hate. 
The lovely bride was wandering o'er the plain, 
In hopes to meet her own defired fwam ; 
When thou, bold youth, en flamed -by her charms, 
Would fain have caught her in thy luftful arms: 
Away (he fprings, like a light doe that flies 
The bloody hound $ her nimble feet (he plies 
Along the downs ; but whilft away ihe runs, 
And thy purfuit amaz'd and frighted (huns ; 
Alas ! unwary, (he ne'er fpy'd the fnake, 
That, as (he pafs'd, lay lurking in the brake 5 
Thus, almoft hapelefs grown and out of breath, 
She 'fcapes thy rage by an untimely death: 
But her laft crie9 the echoes far report, 
The nymphs about her (hriekiug allrefort ; 
The hollow woods in.murmur make their moan, 
Among their branches all the turtles groan; 
The Thracian mountains round with forrow fwell 
The very tigers, all about them yell j 
The towering heavens at her fate complain, 
And broken-hearted clouds fall down in rain ; 
The following night her deepeft fable wears, 
And the next morning weeps in dewy tears. 

But woeful Orpheus all in grief excels, 
All in complaints ,* among the rocks he dwells, 
In tears difiblving, and with fighing pin'd, 
Calling the Heavens unjuft, and Gods unkind} 



At 
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%1 At length he takes up his melodious lyre 
Which Phoebus ever ufed to infpire ; 
Thinking to charm his woes and love-lick heart, 
A cure too hard for either time or art j 
For now his warbling harp would yield no founds, 
But loft Eurydice, Eurvdice rebounds 
From every trembling firing ; thee ftill he fung, 
Thy gentle name among the woods he rung ; 
Thee on the lonely (bore amidft the rocks, 
Thee on the hills aroong the herds and flocks, 
Thee at the dawning of the morning gray, 
Thee at the clofing of the weary day. 

But where, alas, thus wretched fhould he go ? 
Tir'd with the light, he fteks the (hades below j 
To the Taenarian caves his courfe he bends, 
And by the deep infernal gates defcends 
Into the ghaftiy leaflefs woods that fpread 
Over the gloomy regions of the dead ; 
Trunks Without fap, and boughs that never bear, 
Some pale with fear, fomc black w'uh deep defpair, 
He croft the footy plains and miry lakes, 
All full of croaking toads and hilling fnakes ; 
Came to the rufty iron gates that bring 
To the black towers of the great dreadful king, 
Hoping to touch a heart with his fad care, 
That ne'er relented yet with human prayer. 
But at his powerful for.g the very feats 
Of Erebus were moved ; the retreats 
Of all the ghofts were open'd, and they fvvarm 
Like bees in clufters when the fun grows warm, 

F3 Or 
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Or when the evening drives them to the hive ; 

Mothers and virgins as if itill alive, 

Hufbands and children, heroes fo renown'd, 

Mixt with the namelefs croud, and monarchs crown'd 

'Mong fweaty hinds, and (laves about him throng. 

Admire and Men to his charming fong : 

The whole Tartarian regions all amaz'd 

Stood and attended, or upon him gaz'd ; 

The (low Cocytus flops its muddy flood, 

And Styx about him nine times circling flood j. 

The fnaky trefles of tV Eurnenides 

Left off their hiding, Cerberus at eafe 

Laid down his threefold head, and ceas'd to roar, 

Ixion's reftlefs wheel would turn no more. 

And now th' enchanting Orpheus had prevail'd* 
His fongs had more than ever prayers availed, 
Eurydice 's reftor'd to human life, 
And he returns clofe follow'd by his wife ; 
Hears, but not fees her, for that law was mad© 
By Proferpine, and was upon him laid, 
He mould not once behold his lovely fair, 
Till both arriv'd above in open air. 
But when, th* infernal manfions almoft paft, 
Approaching day a dawning twilight caft 
Upon the lovers, the unhappy fwain, 
Forgetting all his woes and all his pain, 
Spent with defire, and vanquifh'd of his mind, 
Turn'd his impatient head, and call a kind 
And longing look upon his gentle mate, 
Now heedlefs of the doom impos'd by fate ; 

A venial 
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•5. venial fault, if pity or if grace 

Had ever grown among th' infernal race. 

But here his labour all ran out in vain, 

The unrelenting doom takes place again ; 

Thrice from th' Avernian lake a horrid noife 

Invades his ears, and thrice the howling voice 

Of Cerberus, thrice (hook the vaulted cave, 

And for the nymph open'd a fecond grave. 

She fainting cries, What fury thee pofleft, 

What frenzy, Orpheus, feized on thy bread ! 

Ah me, once more undone ! Behold the Fates • 

Again recall me to their iron gates j 

Once more my eyes are feizM with endlefs deep, - 

And now farewell, I fink into the deep 

Oblivious cells, furrounded all with night, 

No longer thine ; in vain to flop my flight 

I (tretch my arms, in vain thou (Iretcheft thine,. . 

In vain thou grieveft, I in vain repine. 

Thus faid (he ; and o* th' fudden from his eyes - 
Like fmoke to air all vanishing (he flies, 
And leaves him catching at the empty (hade: 
In vain he call'd her, and fond offers made 
To follow, for no more hard Fate allows 
His wi(h'd return, nor hearkens to his vows; 
Black guards of Orcus ftrongly him withftood, 
Nor fufler'd to approach the Stygian flood. 

What (hould he do? where pafs his woeful life ? 
Twice had he got, twice loft his deareft wife ; 
With what new vows (hould he the heavens pleafe ? 
With what new fongs (hould he the ghofts appeafe f 

F 4 She 
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She now, grown pale and cold, was wafting o'er > 

The Stygian lake, and near the hated fhore. 

Full feven long months in fad and raving dreams 

Or reftlefs thoughts he pafs'd near Strimon's dreams 

Under a lonely rock, or in wild dens, 

Seeking the favage beads, avoiding men's 

Commerce or fight, but with his doleful lays 

He taught the flocking birds to fing her praife ; 

His own defpair the very ftones admire, 

And rolling follow his melodious lvre $ 

He fore'd the heart of hardeft oak to groan, 

And made fierce tigers leave their rage, and moan ; 

So the fweet nightingale that grieving flood 

And faw th' untimely rape of her young brood 

Snatch'd by fouae clown out of the downy ned, 

Under a poplar ihaiie, or elfe her bread 

Againd fomc thorn, fhe fpends the longfome night 

In mournful notes, and fliuns th' approaching light, 

But the dark thicket fills with endlefs moan, 

Charming all others' forrow but her own. 

No heats new Venus in him e'er could raife, 
No fenfe e'er mov'd him of reproach or praife ; 
Along the dreams of Tanai's he goes, 
Alone he wanders o'er the Scythian fnows, 
Seeks the rough mountains cover'd all with frod, 
And tells the trees Eurydice is lod ; 
Curfes the vain conceflion of the Fates ; 
Himfelf, and angry Gods, and men he hates; 
Women he fcorns, fmce (he mud be no more, 
Whom only he, and ever, could adore. 

But 
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Out the Cyconian dames, too long defpis'd, 

Too much defiring by him to be priz'd, 

Amidft the facred rites of Bacchus' fcaft 

Ripp'd up his vainly lov'd and loving bread, 

Tore him in pieces, and about the fields 

Scattered his limbs (what fruits religion yields !) 

And even then, when into Heber's dreams 

They threw his head, his eyes had loft their beams, 

His lips their ruddy hue ; but Hill his voice 

Call'd, in a low and now expiring noife, 

Eurydice; Eurydice his tongue, 

In broken notes, now chill and trembling, fungj 

Eurydice the echoes founded o'er 

The neighbouring banks, and down the rocky (hore. 

Thus Proteus fung, then ieap'd into the main, 
For now the foaming tide return'd again 
Among the rocks. The fhepherd flood amaz'd ; 
But flraight Cyrene came, on whom he gaz'd 
Like one enchanted with the dreary fong 
Of charming Proteus ; for the fatal wrong 
Of Orpheus touch'd him now, more than his own, 
In fuch fad notes and lively colours (hown. 
She chear'd his troubled thoughts, and thus began : 
No more complaints, my fon ; no more thefe wan 
And careful looks, the caufe of all thy grief 
Is now difcovcr'd, fo is the relief. 
The angry Nymphs that haunt tlie fliady groves, ' 
Where Orpheus and his bride began their loves ; 
And many a dance had taught her in their rings 
Whilfl he fo fweetly to their meafures fings; 

'Tis 
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'Tis they have plagued thee in all thy ftores, 
Among thy fheep have caus'd fo many fores, 
Blaftcd thy corn, and made thy heifers pine, 
Blighted the fruitful olive and the vine ; 
But, above all, thy bees have felt the fmart, 
Becaufe they knew thou had ft them moft at heart- 
Therefore with offerings thou muft them appeafe,. 
They, reconciled once, will give thee eafe ; 
The nymphs are gentle, may their rage allay, 
When thou begin'ft to worlhip and to pray. 
But the whole order of their facred rites 
I muft explain, unknown to mortal wights j 
Firft choofe four fleers, the faireft of thy herd, 
Which on Lycaean mountains thou haft rearM ; 
Four lovely heifers yet unhand led take, 
Then juft as many unhewn altars make 
Within the grove, where ancient ufe allows 
Arcadian fwains to pay their holy vows 
Unto the Nymphs. There, as the day (hall rife*. 
Of all thefe offerings make one facrifice ; 
Upon the altars pour the reeking blood, 
And leave the bodies in the fhady wood, 
Firft ftrowed over with frefii oaken boughs ; 
But, when the ninth Aurora thee {hall roufe 
From thy foft flcep, Lethaean poppies bring, 
And unto Orpheus folemn dirgies fing ; 
With a black (heep his angry ghoft appeafe, 
And a white calf Eurydice to pleafe ; 
Then to the grove return with humble gait 
And heart devout, and there expe& thy fate. 

The 
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The fwain inftru&ed makes no long delay ; 
Unto the fbrine he ftraight begins his way,. 
Raifes the altars, all the bullocks flays, 
Offers his humbleft prayers and his praife 
Unto the angry nymphs, then home retire* 
And lays fweet incenfe on his houfhold fires 
Full eight long days ; but when the dawning light 
Upon the ninth reftor'd the morning bright, 
He to the grove returns, and there he fees 
(Stupendous fight !) a thoufand thoufand bees 
Out of the melted bowels of each (leer, 
As from a mighty fwarming hive appear, 
Burfting from out the fides with vital heat, 
From whence in clouds they rife, then take their feat 
Upon the leaning boughs, till all the trees 
Are. hung with bunches of the cluttering bees. 

Thus have I fung poor nymphs' and ihephcrds' dreams; 
Whilft Caefar thunders at Euphrates' ftrearas, 
With conquering arms the vanquiuVd nations awes* 
And to the willing people gives juft laws, 
Treads the true path to great Olympus' hills, 
And wondering mortals with his praifes fills. 



HORACE, 
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HORACE^ BOOK IV. ODE VIL 

BY THE SAME. 

A | s H E fnows are melted all away, 

The fields grow flowery, green, and gay> 
The trees put out their tender leaves ; 
And ajl the ftreams, that went aftray, 

The brook again into her bed receives. 
See ! the whole Rarthhas made a change : 
The Nymphs and Graces naked range 
About the fields, who fhrunk before 
Into their caves. The empty grange 

Prepares its room for a new fummer's (lore. 
Left thou ihouid'ft hope immortal things, 
The changing year inftruclion brings : 
The fleeting hour, that deals away 
The beggar*s time, and life of kings, 

But ne'er returns them, as it does the day. 
The cold grows foft with weftern gales, 
The Summer over Spring prevails, 
But )ields to Autumn's fruitful rain, • 
As this to Winter ftorms and hails ; 

Each lofs the hafting moons repair again. 
But we, when once our race is done, 
With Tullus, and Anchifes' fon, 
(Though rich like one, like t'other good) 
To^duft and (hades, without a fun, 

Defcend, and fink in deep oblivion's flood. 
Who knows, if the kind Gods will give 
Another day to men that live 

In 
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In hope of many diftant years ; 

Or if one night more ihall retrieve 
The joys thou lofeft by thy idle fears ? 

The pleafant hours thou fpend'fl in health, 

The ufc thou mak'ft of. youth and wealth, 

As what thou giv'ft among thy friends 

Efcapes thy heirs ; fo thofe the ftealth 
Of Time and Death, where good and evil ends : 

For when that comes, nor birth, nor fame, 

Nor piety, nor honeft name, 

Can e'er reftore thee. Thefeus bold, 

Nor chafte Hippolytus could tame 
Devouring fate, .that f pares nor young nor old. 

HORACE, BOOK I. ODE XIII. 
BY THE SAME. 

TTTH EN thou commend'!* the lovely eye6 

* * Of Telephus, that for thee dies, 
His arms of wax, his neck, or hair; 
"Oh I how my heart begins to beat ! 
My fpleen is fwell'd with gall and heat, 
And all my hopes are uurn'd into defpair. 
Then both my mind and colour change, 
My jealous thoughts about me range, 
Tn twenty ihapes j my eyes begin, 

The Healing drops, as from a ftill, 

Like winter fprings, apace to fill ; 
Fall down, and tell what fires I feel within. 

When his reproaches make thee cry, 

A - } *W frelh cheeks with palenefs die, 

l\ractk, 
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I burn, to think you will be friends > 

When his rough hand thy bofom ftrips, 

Or his fierce kifles tear thy lips, 
I die, to fee how all fuch quarrel ends. 

Ah, never hope a youth to hold, 

So haughty, and in love fo bold ; 

What can him tame in anger keep, 

Whofn all this fondnefs can't aiTuage, 

Who even kifles turns to rage, 
Which Venus does in her own ne&ar fteep } 

Thrice happy they, whofe gentle hearts, 

Till death itfelf their union parts, 

An undifturbed kindnefs holds, 

Without complaints or jealous fears, 

Without reproach or fpited tears, 
Which damps the kindeft heats with fudden colds. 

UPON THE APPROACH OF 

THE SHORE ATHARWlCH, 

IN JANUARY 1668 j BEGUN UNDER 'THE MAST, 

AT THE DESIRE OF MY LADY GIFFARD, 

BY THE SAME?. 

"TXT ELCOME, the faireft and the happieft earth, 

Seat of my hopes and pleafures, as my birth ; 
Mother of well-born fouls and fearlefs hearts, 
In arms renown'd, and flouriihing in arts ; 

* This poem is printed from Dr. Swift's edition. In Lady 
* TSiffard's copy there are fome finall variations, which I have 
"noticed in p. 80. N. 

The 
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ttie ifland of good -nature and good cheer, 
That elfewhere only pafs, inhabit here t 
Region of valour, and of beauty too ; 
■Vhich (hews, the brave are only fit to woo. 
4o child thou haft, ever approached thy fhore, 
That lov'd thee better, or efteem'd thee more. 
Jeaten with journeys both of land and feas, 
■Veary'd with care, the bufy man's difeafe; 
'inch'd with the froft, and parched with the wind; 
Jiddy with rolling, and with fading pin'd ; 
•pited and.vex'd, that winds, and tides, and fands, 
ihould all confpire to crofs fuch great commands, 
Vs hade me home, with an account that brings 
The doom of kingdoms to the bed of kings : 
fet I refpire at thy reviving fight, 
Welcome as health, and chearful as the light; 
low I forget my anguifh and my toils, 
'harm'd at th' approach of thy delightful foils ! 
low, like a mother, thou hold'ft out thy arms, 
To fave thy children from purfuing harms, 
Vnd open'ft thy kind bofom, where they find 
afety from waves, and flicker from the wind : 
!*hy cliffs fo (lately, and fo green thy hills, 
'his with refpe&, with hope the other fills 
Lll that. approach thee ; who believe they find 
i Spring, for Winter that they left behind, 
'hy fweet inclofures, and thy fcatter'd farms, 
hew thy fecurenefs from thy neighbour's harms; 
'heir flieep in houfes, and their men in towns, 
leep only fafe j thine rove about the downs, 

4 An8 
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And hills, and groves, and plains, and know no fear 

Of foes, or wolves, or cold, throughout the year. 

Their vail and frightful woods feem only made 

To cover cruel deeds, and give a fhade 

* To favage beafts, who on the weaker prey, 

Or human favages more wild than they. 

Thy pleafant thickets, and thy fliady groves, 

Only relieve the heats, and cover loves, 

Sheltering no other thefts or cruelties, 

But thofe of killing or beguiling eyes. 

Their famiuVd hinds, by cruel lords enflav'd, 

+ Ruin'd by -taxes, -and by foldiers brav'd, 

Know no more eafe than juft what fleep can give, 

Have no more heart and courage but to live : 

Thy brawny clowns, and fturdy feamen, fed 

J With manly food that their own fields have bred, 

Safe in their laws, and eafy in their rent, 

Blefs'd in their king, and in their ftate content, 

When they are call'd away from herd or plough 

To arms, will make all foreign forces bow, 

And (hew how much a lawful monarch faves, 

When twenty fubje&s beat an hundred fiaves. 

Fortunate ifland ! if thou didft but know 

How much thou doit to heaven and nature owe ! 

VARIATIONS IN LADY GIFPARD's COPT. 
* " To the wild beafts, and wilder men, that prey 

" Upon whatever chances in their way." 
f "Their famiih'd hinds, opprefs'd by cruel lords, 

" Flca'd with hard taxes, aw'd with foldiers' fwords," 
J " With the good beef that their own fields have bred,*' 
The corrections, I believe, were made by Dr. Swift. N. 

And 
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f thy humour were as good, as great 

brces, and as blefs'd thy foil as feat I 

len^with numbers thou would'ft be o'er-run : 

jfefi, to breathe thy air, their own; would ftuhi * 

f thy children none abroad would roam, 

r the pleafure of returning home. - 

, and embrace us in thy/aving arms, 

and die waves, to ccafe their rough alarms* . ._ 

•u'ird us to thy port, that we may fee 

artYndeed the emprefs of the fea. 

y thy (h?ps about the ocean courfe, 

ill increafe in number and in force. 

/ no ftorms ever infeft tby mores, 4 * " 

I the winds that blow increafe thy (lores. 

ever more contagious air arife^ 

»fc fo many of thy children's «yes : 

I about thee health and plenty vie, 

1 (ball feem kindeft to thee, eanh or iky ! 

io more fires be feen among the towns, 

laritable beacpns on thy downs; 

: victorious bonfires in thy ftreets, 

:d by winds that blow from off thy fleets ! 

: thou feel no more fits of factious rage, 

1 di (tempers may thy Charles afluage, 

fuch a well-tun'd concord of his (late, 

ne but ill, and hated men, may hate ! 

lay'fTthou from him endlefs monarchs fe.e, r 

i thou may'ft honour, who may honour thee! 

hey be wife and good ! thy happy feat 

tores will never fail to 'make them' great. 

^.ii. "•' , g iT6rAce; ;v 
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HORACE, BOQK III. ODE tf XlXL 
BY THE SAME. 

I. 

TVyT^ECfiNAS, ofF-fpring of Tyrrhenian kings, 
-*- * A And worthy of the grtateft empire's fway, 
Unbend thy working mind awhile, and play 
With foftcr thoughts, and loofer firings 5 
Hard iron, ever wearing, will decay. 

II. 

A piece untouch'd of old and noble wine 
Attends thee here; foft effence for thy hair, 
Of purple violets made, or lilies fair j 

The rofqs hang their heads and pine, 
And, till you come, in vain perfume the air. 

III. 

Be not inveigled by the gloomy ihades 
Of Tiber, nor cool Anio's cryftal frreams : 
The fun is yet but young, his gentle beams 

Revive, and lcorch not up the blades. 
The fpring, like virtue, dwells between extreme*. 

IV. 

Leave fulfome plenty for a while, and come 
From ftately palaces that tower fo high, 
And fpread fo far; the duft and bufinefs fly, 

The fmoke and noife of mighty Rome, 
And cafes, that on embroider'd carpets lie. 

V. It 
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V. 

It it vlcrflitude tint pleafuhe yields 
To men, with greateft wealth and honours Weft g 
And fometimes homely fare* But cleanly drtft. 

In country farms, or pleafaiit fields, 
Clears tip a cloudy brow, and thoughtful bread. 

VI. 

Now the cold winds have blown themfelves aw*y» 
The frofts are melted into pearly dews f 
The chirping birds fcath morning tell the new* 

Of chearful fpring and welcome day, 
The tender lambs follow the bleating ewes. 

VIL 

The vernal bloom adorns the fruitful trees 
With various drefs ; the foft and gentle rains 
Begin with flowers V enamel all the plains; 

The turtle with her mate agrees ; 
And wanton nymphs with their ehamoiirM fwalns. 

Vlli. 

Thou art contriving in thy mind, what ftate 
And torn* becomes that mighty city beft : 
Thy *bufy head can take no gentle reft. 

For thinking on the events and fate 
Of factious rage, which has her long oppreft. 

IX. 

Thy cares extend to the rcmoteft (hores 
.Of her vaft empire 5 how the Perfian arms ; 
Whether the Bactrians join their troops j what harms. 

From the Cantabrians and the Moors 
May corns, or the tumultuous German fwarms. 

G a X. But 
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X. 

But the wife Powers* above, that all 'things know, . 
In fable fight have hid the events, and train 
Of future things ; and witlva juft difdain 

Laugh, when poor mortals here below 
Tear without caufe, and break their ileeps in vain, 
XI. 

Think how the prefcnt thou may'ft bcft * cornpofe 
With equal mind, and without endlefs cares ; 
'^For the unequal courfe.of (late affair^ 

Like to the ocean* ebbs and flows, 
Or rather like our neighbouring Tiber fares. 
XII. 

Now fmoath and gentle f. through her channel creeps* 
With foft and. eafy. murmurs purling down : 
Now fwclls and rages, threatening « all to drawn, 

Away both corn and cattle fweeps, 
And fiUs with noife and horror fields and town* 
XIII. 

After a while, grown calm, retreats again 
Into her fandy bed, and foftly glides. 
So Jove fometimes in 'fiery chariot rides 

With cracks of thunder, -dorms of rain, 
Then grows Jercne, and all our: fears derides. 
XIV. 

He only lives content, and his own man, 
Or rather m after, who each night can fay, 
'Tis well, thanks to the gods, I Ve liv'd to-day 5 

This is my own, this never can, 
**Like other goods, be fore'd or ftorn away. 

. • will, in Lady G's copy. .+ Jtknt 9 ibM. 

xv. 
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XV. 

And for to-morrow let me weep or laugh, 
Let the fun fhine, or ftorms or tempefts ring, 
Yet 'ris not in the power of fates, a thing 

Should ne'er have been, or not be fafe, 
Which flying Time has covered with his wing. 
XVI. 
. Capricious- Fortune plays a kornful game 
With human things j uncertain as the wind : 
Sometimes to thee, fornetimes to me is kind : 

Throws about honours, wealth, and fame, 
Vlt wmtlom, hecdlcfs, humourous, and blind. 
XVII. 

He 's wife, who, when fhe fmiles, the good enjoys^ * 
And unallay'd with fears of future ill ; 
But, if fhe frowns, e'en let her have her will. 

I can with eafe refign the toys, 
And lie wrapp'd-up in my own virtue flill. 
XVIII. 

I '11 make my court to honeft poverty, 
An eafy Wife, although without a dower: 
What nature afks will yet be in my powerj 

For without pride or luxury 
How little ferves to pafs the fleeting hour t 
XIX. 

'Tis not for mc, when winds and billows rife, 
And crack the maft, and mock the feamen's cares, 
To fall to poor and mercenary prayers, 

For fear the Tyrian merchandife 
Should all be loft, and not enrich my heirs. 

G 3 XX, 
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XX. 

I '11 rather leap into the little boat, 
Which, without fluttering fails, ihall waft me o*fi* 
The fwelling waves, and then I '11 think no. more 

Of fhip, or fraight : but change my note* 
And tha^nk the gods, that I am fafe a-(hore. 

HORACE, BOOKL PART OF EP. 1L 

BY THE SAME. 

"^T OR houfe nor lands, nor heaps of plate,,, ©r gob^ 
"*• ^ Can cure a fever's heat, or ague's cold,. 
- Much tefs a mind with grief or care oppreft : . . 
No man's pofleffions e'er can make him blefs'd* 
That is nqtj well hirafelfi and fpund at heatt y 
Nature will ever be too ilrong for. art. 
Whoever feeds vain hopes,,, or fond defires,' . - 

Diffracting fears, wild love, or jealous fires, 
Is pleas'cl with all his fortunes, like fore eyes 
With curious pictures ; gouty legs and thighs. 
With dancing; or halftdead and aching ears 
With mufic, while the noife he hardly hears. 
For, if th« calk remains unfound or four, 
Be the wine ne'er fo rich, or fweet, you pour> 
'Twill take the veflel's tafte, and lofe its own*, 
And all you fill were better let alone* 
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, BIT. T.H^ .*. -VM B» 

* r P* O wbrfhip thee, O nitgW'Mars, upon 

Thy facrecl calends, is Sulpjtia gone? 
If thou* art w"»fe, leave the c'el'eftlal fphere, 
And for a while' come down to fee her here : 
Venus will pardon ; but take freed her charms 
Make thee., not gazing,' fooniet fall thy arms ': 
When Cove would fet the gods ori fire, he flies 
Tp Jjght his' torches at her fparklirig eyes. 
- whiter feittp'itia does, where-e'er fhe goes, ' "*' : 

The Graces all her motions ftill compofe ? ■" L 

How her hair charms us. when it loofely falb>» . 
Comb'd back and ty'd our. veneration calls, j 
If (he copies ,out in fcarler, how (lie turns 
Us all to a'flies j ( though, in wliite, (he burns! 
Vertumnus fo a thduf«n<] drefles wears, 
So, in a thoufand, every grace appears : 
Of all the virgin^, (he deferves alone 
In Tyrian purple to adorn a throne ; 
She, to po'Jefs, and reap tne fpicy fields,' 
Gather the gums that rich Aiabia yields; 
She, all the orfent pearls, that grow in (helTs,' ! 
^rYlong ch» {feares whtfe $fee t^n'4 Indian dwells. 
For her, the Mufcs tune their charming lay*, .» 

For her, upon his harp Apollo plays; 
May ihe tt»is feaft for many years adore ! • - ..? «i. 

None can become, deferve an altar more. , u \ »* 
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ZOtiG, FROM MARRIAGE A-LA-Hf ODE, 

BY MR, DRYDENj 

KQT PRINTED AMONG tfIS FOSMS*. 

L 

TT7" H Y fhould a foolifh marriage vow* . 

Which long ago was made, 
Oblige us to each other Daw, 
When pafikm is decay'd ? 
We lov/d, and we lov'd, as long as we could, 

Till our love was lov'd out of us both ; 
But our marriage is dead, when the pleasures are &tf 
Twas pleafurc firft made it an oath, 
II. 
If 1 have pleafures for a friend, 

And farther love in flore,. 
What wrong has he, whofe joys did end} 
And who could give no more ? 
*Tis a madnefs that he 
Should be jealous of me, 
Or that I mould bar him of another t 
For all we can gain 
Is to give ourfelv.es pain, 
When, neither can hinder the other. 

» There are feveral excellent fongs in hit * King A*» 
* thur ;" which fhould have been copied, but that they ate 
fo interwoven with the fiery of the drama that it would be 
improper to feparate them. There is alio a' fong in ". Love 
•« in a Nunnery ;" aad another in " The Duke of Gujic jf 
fit licHntff of them worth transcribing. N. 

SONG, 
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SON-G^MOM TYRANNIC LOVE, 

^ BY THE SAMS* NOT AMONG HIS POEMS. 

A H, bow fweet it is to love ! 
* ■*"*■ Ah, how gay is young defire t 
AodrWharpleafing pains we prove 
When we firft approach love's fire ! 

Pains of love be Tweeter far , 

Than all other pleafures are. 

Sighs which are from lovers blown 
Do but gently, heave the heart : 
E'en the tears they fhed alone 
Cure, like trickling balm, their fmart. 
Lovers , when they lefe thek breath* 
' Bleed away in eafy death. 

Love and Time with reverence ufe> 
Treat them like a parting friend i 
.Nor the golden gifts refufe 
Which in youth iincere they fend : 

For each year their price is more,. 

And they lefs fimple than- before. 

Love, like fpring-tides full and high* 
Swells hi every youthful vein t 
But each tide does lefs fupply, 
Till they quite rarink-io. again r 

If a flow in age appear,. 

*Tis but rain, and runs not clear. 

ON 
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' ' ; ' O N T H E DEAtB' O F 
PRINCE HENRY AND PRICES 1 * MARY*, 
BY THE SAME; NOT IN HIS A^O 1 M. 

' . i • h " 

TNDUE Melpomene, funeftos irtdut<vuitb«, 
•*■ Conveniens' noJl lis Iu£ribus lite* dolor. ' 
Quid fata Henricumrrapuerum invida-tefrb >• 
An didicere igitur Parcae & aware Dttcan*^* 

>, • ■ • , - i ■■.'. „ Carole, 

* From w Thrcni Cantabrigienfes ii^Funcre'dtiortim Prit> 
•' cipum, Henrici GloCeftrenfis, Sc Maf« Ara«lfiofi«fiiis, fe- 
" reniffimi Regis Caroli II: Fratm&-$ororfe.£aataKi66i." 
For copies of-thn fend the folio wing 1 poem I an indebted to 
a volume in the Lambettt Library, 39. 6. 13; hH* moft ob- 
ligingly communicated j>y Dr. Pucarelo-i-The Reader will 
not be difpleafed at r tftittg preferred with two Latin poems 
(though perhaps of no luperior excellence) by lb capital a 
writer. By the focopd of. them it appears that in 1662 he 
had the degree of B. A. and had obtained a fellowship ; 
though neither of thpfe academical honours attended his 
name in 1661. 'One of his earlieft prbdo6tions"(written in 
1650, the year>hc went so College) is afeeady ptfinud in vol. I. 
p. 181. with a prologue and two epilogues to " fne Duke 
of Guife," none of w^i<h am in any edition of his works. If 
thefc poems had comp to Ji^ht before the publication of Dr. 
Johnfon's excellent Life of Pryden, that judicipus Qiographer 
would certainly have ma$} e fome alteration in the,' following 
paragraph :— " *At the univerfity he does not appear to have 

beem 
I 
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Carole, tu frater, tu magnus denique Rex es> 

Ille tua fpc&at fceptra movenda manu ; 
Vidcrat, fc Ixtus jam fe non fuftinet ultr» 

Mortalem, & Superis gaud i a tanta refert: * 
Audiit interea raptum fuper xthera fratrcm 

DivaJi infertum Diva Maria choro 5 
JVotinus ergo libi valedizit, maxim*. Princenc, 

Carole Rex gaude, Carole chare vale. 
Nee mora, fiile (iuquit) gem it us, Dea fio per altuxn, 

Et Patris, & F rat 1 is j Copjugis atque memor. 

Jon. Drydeh, 

Wen eager of poetical diftinAion, or to have lavifhed his early 
wit either on fictitious fubjecls or publick occafions. He pro- 
bably copfidered that he who purpofed to be an author, ought 
firft to be a ftudent. He obtained, whatever was the reafony no 
fellow/hip ill the College. Why he was excluded, cannot 
now be known, and ft is*vain to guc'ft ; had he thought him- 
felf injured, he kView how ta complain. In the Life of 
Plutarch he mentions his education in the College with gr-a* 
titudc ; but in ft prologue at Oxford, he has thele lines : 

Oxford to him a dearer name lhall be 

Than his own motbe*-unhr«rfity ; 

Thebes diet hit rode unknowing youth engage : 

He choofcs Athens in his riper age. 
ft was not xjM the death, of Cromwell* in 1658, that Jiq- 
became a pubti$k. can^i^at^. for fame, by publilhing Hv&k- 
SiOHXas o* the late Lord Prote&or ; which,, compared with the. 
ferfesof Sprat- and Waller on the fame occafion, were fu&> 
fictent. to raife great expectations of the rifing poet." I had* 
not feen thefe poems wJ»n the note in vol; L p. x8i» was 
friatiu$. N. . ■■ 
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ON THE MARRIAGE OF K. CHARLES H< 

BY THE SAME; NOT IN HIS WORKS. 

OUIS mihi jam caufas memorat cur pfgra Bootae- 
Plauftra vehurit cathedram, Ca-fliopeia, tuatn ? 
En tedas Venus ipfa p.* rat, defertaque Cyprus, 

Pronius in thalamos quod ruttura mos : 
Praefulget clara cum lampade pulchra fuperne, 

Sternit & aequoreas aequore nata vias. 
jEolus armatas hyeroes non fundet ab antro, 

Numine fcxt bene quod tu propiore cales. 
Ut properes quoque Fama fuas tibi commodat alas, 

Utque fuum Mufae, (ic tibi Caftor equum. 
Connubium hoc Su peris labor eft, vuh hoc Dea Junoi 

Pronuba, te ja&ans muneris efle fui ; 
Felix ut betas ducet Lucina choreas \ 

Anglis quum Mat rem d etui it ilia Bon am. 
Si quando adverfi veniant in lintea venti, 

I m pleat atque tuos aura maligna iinus 5 
Haec Britonum facra vota ut fint in amore fecuadi 

Neptunus, vi rides Nereidumque comae, 
Nubila ii terrent nigros glomerantia nhnbos, r 

Ne dubites, tecum Cynthia lumen habes. 

. * From the " EpithaJamia Cantabrigienfia in Naptiat au» 
w fpicatiflimas fcreniflimi Regis Caroli IL Britanniarum Mo-. 
'f narchae, & illuftriffimae Principis Catharinz, potentiffimi 
f* Regis Lufitanix fororis unicat, Cantab. 1662/' N. ( 

r - 4 HeUef* 
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Hellefpontiaci penetrat yada fervida ponti 

Leander, Nymphs dum calet igne fuse, 
Tu Dea, quid tarn tarda > tuus Leander in igne cft f 

Fax amor in tenebris & Cynofura tibi eft. 
Penelopen lentam tuus objurgabit UlylTcs, 

Neclere perpctuas fi juvet ufque moras : 
Nulla jretexenda eft, mendax quae tela moretur, 

Ni magis auriferi retrahit unda Tagi. 
Mandet Ulyfpo Tago, Tamifis fe mifccat undis, 

Atque. torus Danaes fie Jove dignus erit. 

Jon. Drydkn, Art. Bac. Trin. Coll. Soc 

HORACE, BOOK I. SAT. VHL 

BY MR. STAFFORD*. 

T Was, atfirft, a piece of fig-tree wood, 

And long an honed joiner pondering flood* 
Whether he fhould employ his fh aping tool, 
To make a God of me, or a joint-ftool ; 
Each knob he weigh 'd, on every inch did plod, 
And rather chofe to turn me to a God; 
As a Priapus hence I grew ador'd, 
The fear of every thief and every bird. 

The rafcals from their pilfering tricks defift, 
And dread, each wooden finger of my fift. 
The reeds (tuck in my cap the Peckers fright, 
:From our new orchards far they take their flight, 
And dare not touch a pippin in my fight. 

When any of the rabble did deceafe, 
tThey brought them to this place to ftink in peace. 

r ' * Of whom fee above, p. 19. N. 
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Unnoifome herd the fmiffs of rogues went out 

•Twas once a common grave for all thtf rout. 

Loofe Noriientanus left his riots here, 

And lewd Pantalabus forgot to jeer. 

Nor in thefe pit-hble§ might they put 4 bone> 

Could lie beneath a dunghill of its own. 

But now the ground for -flares no more they tdu± 
Sweet are the walks, and vital is the air : 
Myrtle and .orange-groves the eye delight, 
Where fculls and fliariks did -mix a ghafUy fight. 
While here I (land the guardian of the trees, 
Kot all the Jays are half the grievances 
As are thofc hags, who, diligent in ill, 
Arc either pdifoningor bewitching (till. 
IThefe I can neither hurt nor terrify ; 
But every night, when once the moon is high, 
Ifhey haunt thefe alleys with their (hrieks and groats. 
And pick up baneful herbs and human bones. 

I faw Canidia here ; her feet were bare, 
Black were her robes, andloofe her flaky hair j 
With her fierce S&gana went (hiking round, 
Their hideous howlings fliodk the trembling ground j 
A palenefs, cafting horror round the place", 
•Sat dead and terrible dn either's face. 
Their impious trunks upon the earth -they caft, 
And dug it with their nails in frantic hade. 
A cole-black lamb then with their teeth they tore, 
And in the pit they pour'd the reeking gore : 
By this they force the tortur'd ghofts frorii hell, 
And anfwers to their wild demands compel. 
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Two images they brought, of wax and wool. 
The waxen was a little poling fool, 
A chidden image, ready ftill to (kip, 
Whene'er the woollen one but fhapt his whip. 
On Hecate aloud this beldame calls, 
Tifiphone as loud the other bawls. 
A thou (and ferpents hift'd upon the ground, "• 

And hell-hounds eompafs'd all the gardens round. 
Behind the tombs, to fhun the horrid fight, 
The moon Ikulk'd down, or out of fhame or fright. 

May every crow and cuckow, if I lye, ^ " 

Aim at my crown as often as they fly : f 

And never mifs a dab though ne'er fo high ! * 

May villain Julius, and his rafcal crew, 
Ufe me with juft fuch ceremony too ! 

But how much time and patientie would k eoft* 
To tell the gabblings of each hag and ghoft ! 
Or how the earth the ugly beldame fcrapes, 
And hides the beards of wolves, and teeth of fnakety 
While on the fire the warten image fries ! 

Vex'd to the heart to fee their foreeries, 
My ears torn with their bellowing fpfights, my guts/ 
My fig-tree bowels, Wambled at the fluts. 
Mad for revenge, I g*ther'd all my wind, 
And boune'd, like fifty bladders, from behind. 

Scar'd with the noife, they feud away to town. 
While Sagana'? falfe hair comes dropping down : ' 

Canidla tumbles o'er, for want of breath, 
And fcatters from her jaws her fet of teeth \ 
I almoft burft to fee their labours t roft, 
Their bones, their -herbs, and all their devils loft. 
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THE DEATH OF CAMILLA.- 

FRO ty VIRGIL, iENEID XL. 

BY THE SAME. 

ON death and wounds Camilla looks with joy* 
Frcbd from a breaft, the fiercer to deftroy. 
Now, thick as. hail, her fatal darts fhe flings; 
The tutored g'«d ax now on their helmets rings* 
Hot (houlders bore Diana's arms and how : . 
Aid if, too ftrongly preft, (he fled before a foe, 
Her (hafts, revers'd, did death and horror bear, 
And found the ra(h, who durft purfue the fair. 
Near her fierce Tulla and Tarpeia ride, 
And bold Latina conquering by her fide. 
Thefe above .all Camilla's breaft did fhare, 
For faith in peace, and gallantry in war. 
Such, were the Thracian* Amazonian bands, 
When firft they dy'd with blood Thermodoon's fandc* , 
{Such troops Hippolyta herfelf did head, 
And,&ch the bold Penthefilca led, > • 

When female (houts alarm'd the tremhling fields, 
And glaring beams Jhot bright from maiden fhiclds. 

Who, gallant virgin, who by thee were (lain } 
What gafping numbers ftrew'd upon the plain } 
Thy f pear, firft through Eumenius paflage found f 
Whole torents gufh'd out of his mouth and wound* 
With gnafhiag teeth, in pangs, the earth he tore, 
And roll'd himfelf, half delug'd, in his gore. 

Then 
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Then haplefs Pcgafus and Lyris bleed : 
The latter reining up his fainting fteed ; 
The firft as to his aid he ftretch'd his hand, 
Both at an inftant, headlong, ft ruck the fand. 
Her arm Amaftrus next, and Tereas feel 3 
Then follows Chromis with her lifted fleel : 
Of all her quiver not a (haft was loft, 
But each attended by a Trojan ghoft. 
Strong Orphitus (in arms unknown before) 
In battle an Apulian courfcr bore ; 
His brawny back wrapt in a bullock's ikin, 
Upon his head a wolf did fiercely grin. 
Above the reft his mighty fhouldcrs fhow, 
And he look 6 down upon the troops below : 
Aim (and 'twas eafy, while his fellows Bed) 
She {truck along, and thus (he triumph'd while he bled 2 
Some coward game thou didft believe to diace ; 
Blit, hunter, fee a woman flops thy race. 
Yet to requiring ghofte this glory bear, 
Thy foul was yielded to Camilla's fpear. 

The mighty Butes next receives her lance 
{While brcaft to breaft the combatants advance) $ 
Clanging between his armour's joints it rung, 
While on his arm his ufelefs target hung. 

•Then from Orfilochus in circle runs, 
And follows the purfuer, while me (buns. 
lor ftill with craft a narrow ring flic wheels, 
And brings herfelf up to the chacer's heels. 
Her ax, regardlefs of his prayers and groans, 
She craflies through his armour and his bones. 

Vol. II. H Redoubled 
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Redoubled ftrokes the vanquifiYd foe fuftaihs, 

His recking face befpatter'd with his brains. 
Chance brought unhappy Aunus to the place ; 

Who, flopping (hort, ftar'd wildly in her face. 

Of all to whom Liguria fraud imparts, 

While Fate allow'd that fraud, he was of fubrieft artfvj 

Who, when he faw he could not fliuri the fight, 

Strives to avoid the virgin by his (light ; 

And cries aloud, What courage can you (hew, 

By cunning horfemanmip to cheat a foe ? 

Forego your horfe, and drive not to betray, 

But dare to combat a more equal way : 

*Tis thus we fee who merits glory bed. 

So brav'd, fierce indignation fires her bread ; 

Dismounted from her horfe, in open field, 

Now fifft (he draws her fword, and lifts her fhield. 

He, thinking that his cunning did fucceed, 

Reins round his horfe, and urges all his fpeed, 

His golden rowels hidden in his fides ; 

When thus his ufelefs fraud the maid derides : 
' Poor wretch, that fwell'd with a deluding pride, 
In vain thy country's little arts are tryM. 
* No more the coward (hall behold his (ire ; 
Then plies her feet, quick as the nimble fire, 
And up before his horfe's head (he drains ; 
When, feizing with a furious hand his reins, 
She wreaks her fury on his fpouting veins. 
So, from a rock, a hawk foars high above, 
And in a cloud with eafe o'ertakes a dove $ 
His pou rices fo the grappled foe aflail, 
And blood and feathers mingle in a hail. 

Now 
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'Now Jove, to whom mankind is Hill in fight, 
With more than ufual care beholds the fight ; 
And, urging Tarchon on, to rage infpires 
The furious deeds to which his blood he fires. 
He fpurs through daughter and his failing troops, 
And with his voice lifts every arm that droops. 
He fhouts his name in every foldier's ears j 
Reviling thus the fpirits which he chears. 

Ye fham'd and ever-branded Tyrrhene race, 
From whence this terror, and your fouls fo bafeJ 
When tender virgins triumph in the field, «% 

Let every brawny arm let fall his (hield, V 

And break the coward fword he dare not wield. J 

"Not thus you fly the daring (he by night ; 
"Nor goblets that your drunken throats invite. 
This is your choice ; when, with lewd Bacchanals, 
Y' are call'd by the fat facrifkc, it waits not when it calls. 

Thus having faid 

He fpurs, with headlong rage, among his foes, 
As if he only had his lite to lofe ; 
And, meeting Vcnulus, his arms he clafps ; 
The armour dints beneath the furious grafps. 
High from his horfe the fprawling foe lie rears, 
And thwart his courfer's neck the prize he bear*. 
The Trojans fhout, the Latins turn their eyes j 
While fwift as lightning airy Tarchon flies, 
Who breaks his lance, and views his armour round, 
To find where he might fix the deadly wound ; 
The foe writhes doubling backward on his horfc, 
And to defend his throat oppofes force to force. 

H i As 
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As when- an eagle high his courfe does take, 

And in his griping talons hears a fnake, 

A thoufand folds the fcrpent carts, and high 

Setting his fpeckled fcales goes whittling through the iky. 

The fearlefs bird but deeper gores his prey, ' 

And through the clouds he cuts his airy way. 

So from the midft of all his enemies, 

Triumphant Tarchon fnatch'd and bore his prize. 

The troops that fhrunk, with emulation prefs 

To reach his danger now, to reach at his fuccefs. 

Then Aruns, doom'd in fpight of all his art, 
Surrounds the nimble virgin with his dart, 
And, (lily watching for his time, would try 
To join his fafety with his treachery. 
Where-e'er her rage the bold Camilla fends, 
There creeping Aruns filently attends. 
When, tir'd with conquering, ihc retires from fight, 
He ftcals about his hoife, and keeps her in his fight* 
In all her rounds from him fhe cannot part, 
Who lhakes his treacherous, but inevitable dart. 

Chloreus, the pried of Cybele, did glare 
In Phrygian arms remarkable afar. 
A foaming deed he rode, whofe haunches cafe, 
Like feathers, fcales of mingled gold and brafs. 
He, clad in foreign purple, gall'd the foe 
With Cretan arrows from a Lycian bow. 
Gold was that bow> t and gold his helmet too : 
Gay were his upper robes, which loofely fiew. 
Each limb was cover'd o'er with fomething rare, 
.And as he fought he glifter'd every where. 

Or 
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Or that the temple might the trophies hold, 
Or elfe to fhine herfclf in Trojan gold,- 
Him the fierce maid purfues through all her foesi 
Regard lefs of the life fhe did expofe : 
Him eyes alone, to other dangers blind, 
And manly force employs, to pleafe a virgin's mind. 

His dart now Aruns from his ambufh throws ; 
And thus to heaven he fends his coward vows : 

Apollo, oh thou greareft deity I 
Patron of bleft Sora£Hs, and of me $ 
(For we arc all thy own j whole wood&of pine 
We heap .in piles,, which to thy glory fhinc ; 
And when we trample on the fire, our foles, 
By thee preferv'd, contemn the glowing coals ; ) 
My mighty patron, make me wipe away 
The (hameof this di (honourable day I 
Nor fpoils nor triumph from the deed I claim, . 
But truft my future actions with my fame. 
This raging female plague but overcome, 
Let me rejturn unthank'd inglorious home ! 

Apollo heard, to half his prayer inclin'd $ 
The reft he mingles with the fleeting wind. 
He gives Camilla's ruin to his prayer, 
To fee his country, that was loft in air. 
As fin gin g o'er the field the javelin fliej, 
Upon the queen the army turn their eyes. 
But /he, intent upon her golden prey, 
Nor minds nor hears it cut the hiffing way r . 
Till in her fide it takes its deadly reft ; 
And drinks the virgin purple of her breaft. 

H 3 The 
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The trembling Amazons ruii to Ret* aid, 
And in their arms they catch the falling maid. 
More quick tnan they the frighVned Arons flies,. 
And feels a terror mingled With his joys. 
He trufts no more his fafety to his fpear ; 
Ev ? n her expiring courage gives him fear. 

So runs the wolf fmear *d with fome ihepherd's bto 
And drives to. gain the fhelter of a wood, 
Before the darts his panting fides aflail, 
And claps between his legs his fhivering tail j 
Confcious of the audacious bloody deed : 
As Aruns fecks his troops ilretch'd on his fpeed*, 
Where, in their center, quaking, he attends, 
And fkulks behind the targets of his friends* 

She drives to draw the dart, but, wedg'd among* 
Her ribs, deep to the wound the weapon clung j 
Then fainting rolls in death her clofing ey«s> 
While from her- cheeks the chearful beauty Hies.. 
To Acca thus fhe breathe* her lad of breath ; 
Acca that fhar'd with her in all, but death* 
Ah, friend I you otice have feen me draw the feowy, 
But fate and darknefs hover round me now. 
Make hade to Turnus, bid him bring with fpeed. 
His frcih referves, and to my charge fueceexl, 
Cover the city, and repel the foe. 
Thus having feid, her hands the reins forego 5 
Down from her horfe (he (inks, then gafping lie* 
In a cold fweat, and by degrees (he dies : 
Her drooping neck declines, upon her bread, 
Her fwimming head with fiumber is oppreft j 
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The lingering foul th' unwelcome doom receives, 

And, murmuring with difdain, the beauteous body leavey 

TO MY HEART. 

TTTH A T ail'ft thou, oh thou trembling thing, 

To pant and languiui in my bread, 
Like birds that fain would try the callow wing. 

And leave the. downy neft I 
Why haft thou filTd thyfelf with thought, 

Strange, new, fanraftic as the air ? 
Why to thy peaceful empire haft thou brought 
That reftkfs tyrant, Care? 

But oh I alas, I aik in vain ; 

Thou anfwer'ft nothing back again, . 

But in fort fighs Amyntor's name. 
Oh thou betrayer of my liberty, 
Thou fond deceiver, what 's the youth to thee ! 

What has he done, what has he faid, 

That thus hat conquerM or be tray 'd ? 
He came and faw, bu| 'twas by fuch a light . 

As fcarce diftinguilh'd day from night ; 

Such as in thick-grown Shades is found, 

When here and there a piercing beam 
Scatters faint fpangled fun-fhine on the ground, . 
And cafts about a melancholy gleam j 

But fo obfeure, I could not fee 

The charming eyes that wounded thee ; 

But they, like gems, by their own light 
Betray 'd their value through the gloom of night, 

H 4 I felt 
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I felt thee heave at every look, 

And flop my language as I fpoke. 
I felt my blood fly upward to my face, 

While thou unguarded lay, 
Yielding to every word, to every>graee, 
Fond to be made a prey* 

I left thee watching in my eyes, 
And liftening in my ear, 

Difcovering weaknefs in thy fighs, 
Uneafy with thy fear : 
Suffering imagination to deceive, 

I found thee willing to believe, 

And with the treacherous (hade confpire,. 
To let into thyfelf a dangerous fire. 
Ah, foolifh wanderer, fay, what would'ft thou doy 

If thou fhould'ft find at fecond view 

That all thou fancied now were true ? 

If thou (hould'ft find by day thofe charms, • 
Which, thus obferv'd, threaten undoing harms ^ 

If thou fhould'ft find that awful mien 

Not the effects of firft addrefs, 
Nor of my conversation difefteem,- 

But noble native fullennefs ? 
If thou fliould'fl find that foft good-natur'd voice 

(UnuVd to infolence and noife) 

Still thus adorn'd with modefty, 
And his mind's virtues with his wit agree b 

Tell me, thou forward lavifh fool, 

What reafon could thy fate control, 

Or fave the ruin of thy foul r 

Ceafe 



TO MY HEART. ia$ 

Ceafc then to languish for the coming day, ^ 

That may direct his wandering fteps that way. 
When I again fliall the lov'd forai furvey. 






CATO'S A N S W E R T O L A B I E N U S, 

FROM THE NINTH BOOK OP LUCAN*, 

" Quid quaeri, Labicne, jubes, &c." 

BY MR. WOLSELEYf. 

TXTH AT {hould I aik my friend, which beft would be, 

* * To live enflav'd, or thus in arms die free I 
If any force can Honour's price abate ? 

Or Virtue bow beneath the blows of Fate } 
If Fortune's threats a fteady foul difdains I 
Or if the joys of life be worth the pains ? 
If it our happinefs at all import 
Whether thefoolifh fcene be long or fhort? 
Jf when we do but aim at noble ends, 
Th' attempt alone immortal fame attends } 
If for bad accidents, which thickeft prefs 
On merit, we fhould like a good caufe lefs$ 
Or be the fonder of it for fuccefs ? 
All this is clear, wove in our minds it flicks, 
Nor Amnion, nor his priefts, can deeper fix ; 

* See another imitation of this paffage of Lucan, by lord 
Lyttelton, Englifh Poets, vol. LVI. p. 96. N. 

•f- See vol. I. p. 138. His father publifhed a religious 
treatifc in 1691, called « The Mount of Spirits.'* N. 

Without 
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Without the clergy's venial cant tad pains, 
God's never-fruftrate will holds ours in chains, 
Nor can we aft but what th' AH- wife ordains : 
Who needs no voice, nor perilhing words, to awe 
Our wild defircs, and give his creatures law. 
Whate'er to know, or needful was or fir, 
In the wife frame of human fouls 'tis writ; 
Both what we ought to do, and what forbear, . 
He, once for all, did at our births declare. 
But never did he feek out defart lands, 
To bury truth in unfrequented fands : 
Or to a corner of the world withdrew,. 
Head of a fe&, and partial to a few. 
Nature's vaft fabrkk is his houfe alone, 
This globe his foot-ftool, and high heaven his tkro 
In earth, air, fea, and in whoe'er excels, 
In knowing heads .and honed hearts he dwells. 
Why feek we then among thefe barren fands, 
In narrow fhfines, and temples built with hinds, 
Him, whofe dread prefence does all places fill? 
Or look but in our realbn for his will ? 
4 All we e'er faw is God ! in all we find 
Apparent prints of the eternal mind. 
*Lct doating fools their courfe by prophets fteer, 
And always of the future live in fear $ 
No oracle, or dream the croud is told, 
Can make me more or lefs refolv'd and bold t 
But furer Death, which equally on all, 
Both on the coward and the brave muft fail. 
This faid, and turning with d&lain aboutj 
He left fcorn'd Amnion to the vulgar roue 



ON THE PRINCE'S GOING- TO ENGLAND, 

WITH AN ARMY TO RESTORE THE GOVERNMENT, 
1688. 

fcY THE SAME. 

" Hunc faltem everfo juvcnem faccurrere faeclo 

u Nc prohibcte -r-" Virg. Georg. lib. L 50s* 

/^NCE more a Father and a Son fall out, 
" The wbrW mvalving in their high t&fpute j 
Remoteft India's fate on theirs depends, 
And Europe, trembling, the event attends. 
Their motions ruling every other (late, 
As on the fun the leffer planets wait. 
Power warms the father, Liberty the fon, 
A prize well worth th' uncommon venture run* 
Him a falfe pride to govern unreifrain'd. 
And by mad means, bad ends to be attain'd 1 
All bars of property drives headlong through, 
Millions oppreiEng to»enrich a few.. 
Him Juftice urges, and a noble aim 
To equal his progenitors in fame, 
And make, his. Bfe as glorious as his name* 
For Law and Reafon's power he does engage, , 
Againft the reign of Appetite and Rage. 
There, all the licenfe of unbounded might j 
Here, confeious honour, and deep fenfe. of right, 
Immortal enmity to arms incite. 
Greatnefs the one, glory the other fires';- 
This only can deferve, what That defires. 
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This drives for all that e'er to men was dear, . 
And he for What they mod abhor and ftfar. 
Cafar and Pompey's caufe, by Cato thought 
So ill adjudg'd, to a new trial 's brought, 
Again at lad Pharfalia muft be fought. 
Ye fatal fitters ! now to- right be friends, 
And make mankind for Pompey's fate amends. . 
In Orange's great line, 'tis no new thing • 
To free a nation and uncrown a king. 

S O If G, BY THE SAM, E. 

T^ Reedom is a real treafure, 
"■■ Love a dream, all 1 falfcr and vain* . 
Short, uncertain ts the pleafure, 
Sure and lairing is the pain. 

A fincefe and tender paflion 

Some ill planet over-rules ; 
Ah, how' blind is inclination ! 

Fate and women dote on fools. 



ANSWERED BY MR. WHARTON; 

TTT HEN wits from fighing turn to railing,- 
^ * 111 fuccefs pleads fome excufe ; 
Always trying, ever failing, 
Will provoke the dulleft Mufe. 

Cupid a revengeful God is, 

Woe be to the poet's heart, 
Flannel fhirts and whale-bone bodice 

Are not proof againfl his dart. 

A PRO- 
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A PROLOGUE TO SATYR. 

HpO that prodigious height of vice we 're grown, 

Both, in the court, the theatre, and town, 
That 'tis of late believ'd, nay flx'd a rule. 
Whoever is not vicious, is a fool : 
Hifs'd at by old and young, defpis'd, oppreft, 
If he be not a villain like the reft. 
Virtue and Truth are loft : fearch for good men,. 
Among ten thoufand you will fcarce find ten. 
Half wits, conceited coxcombs, cowards, braves, 
Bafe flatterers, and the.endlefs fry of knaves, 
Fops, fools, and pimps, we every where may find j 
And not to meet them is to (bun mankind. 
The other fex too, whom we all adore, 
When fearch'd, we ftill find rotten at the core, 
An old dry bawd, or a young juicy whore : 
Their love all falfe, their virtue but a name, 
And nothing in them con ft ant but their (hame. 
What fatyrift then that 's hone ft can fit ftill, 
And unconcern'd fee fuch a tide of ill 
With an impetuous force o'erflow the age, 
And not drive to reftrain it with his rage ; 
On Sin's vaft army feize, wing, rear, and van, 
And, like impartial Death, not fpare a man ? 
For where, alas ! where is that mighty he, "J 

That is from pride, deceit, and envy free, f 

Or rather is not tainted with all three } * 

Man* 
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Mankind is criminal, their a6ts, their thoughts ; 
*Tis charity to tell them of their faults, 
And (hew -their failings in a faithful glafs: 
For who won't mend who fees himfelf an afs ? 
And tlii* defign 'tis that employs my Mufe, 
"That for her daily theme Ihe 's proud to chafe, 

A theme that (he *ll have daily need to ufe. 

Let other poets flatter, fawn, and write, 

To get fomc guineas and a dinner by *t : 
-Such mercenary wretches, (hould they ftarve, 

They meet a kinder fate than they deferve. 

But fhe could ne'er cringe to a lord for meat, 
•*Or praife a profperous villain, though -he '« great* 
*Qu,ite contrary her practice mall appear, 

Unbrib'd, impartial, pointed, and fercre r 
'That way my nature leads, composM of gall, 
\I mud write fliarply, or not write at all. " 

Though Thyriis wings the air in towering flights* 
;<And to a wonder panegyrick writes, 
'Though he is ftill exalted and fublime, 

Scarce to be match'd by pad or prefent time j 
"Though fmooth and lofty all his lines appear, 

The thoughts all noble, the expreflion clear, 

With judgement, wit, and fancy, (hining every where $ 4 

Yet what inftrucYion can from hence accrue f 

'Tis flattery all ; too fulfome to be true. 

Urge not, for 'tis to vindicate the wrong, 

It caufes emulation in the young, 

A thirft to fame, while fome high a6t they read, 
'. That prompts them to the fame romantic deed, 

* At 
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PROLOGUE TO SATYR. 

As if fome powerful magick lay in rhimes, 
That made them braver than at other times. 
*Tis falfe and fond ; heroes may huff and fight; 
: But who can merit fo as he can write ? 
To fay a glow-worm is the morning-ftar, 
And that it may with eafe be feen as far, 
Were moft ridiculous ; fo far from truth, 
Tt juftly would deferve a (harp reproof, 
That (lave is more to blame, whofe hireling pen 
Calls knaves and coxcombs wife deferving men 5 
Says the rank bawds are all with fweetnefs grac'd, 
Courtiers all juft, and all court- ft rum pets chafte. 
If to be prais'd does give a man pretence 
To glory, learning, honefty, and ferife, 
'- Cromwell had much to fay in his defence : 
Who, though a tyrant, which all ills comprize, 
-Has been ektbll'd and lifted to the ikies. 
'Whilft living, fuch was the applaufe he gave, 
• Counted high, princely, pious, juft, and brave $ 
And with encomiums waited to his grave. 
Who then would give this for a poet's praife. 
Which rightly underflood does but debafe, 
Andirfatt the reputation it would raife ? 
lence'tis, and 'tis a punkhment that's fit, 
"hey are coatemn'd-and fcorn'd by men of wit. 
"is true fome Scots may nibble at their praife, 
nd think it great to ftand i' 1 th' front of plays j 
\ough moft to that ftupidity are grown, 
ey waive their, patron's, praife to write their owirr 

And 
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uz MISCELLANY POEMS. 
And yet they never fail of their rewards ; 
And faith in that I cannot blame the bards. 
If coxcombs will be coxcombs, let them rue ; 
If they love flattery, let them pay for't too. 
'Tis one fure method to convince the elves, 
They fpare my pains, and fatirize themfelves. 

In (hort, nought helps like Satyr to amend. * 

While in huge volumes motley priefls contend, 
And let their vain difputes ne'er have an end : J 

They plunge us in thofe fnares we elfe fhould fhun j 
Like tinkers, make ten holes in mending one. 
Our deareft friends too, though they know our faults, 
For pity, or for fhame, conceal their thoughts ; 
While we, who fee our failings, not forbid, 
Loofely run on in the vain paths we did. 
'Tis Satyr then that is our trueft friend ; 
For none, before they know their faults, can mend t 
That tells us boldly of our fouleft crimes, 
Reproves ill-manners, and reforms the times, 
How am I then to blame, when all I write 
Is honeft rage, not prejudice or fpite ? 
Truth is my aim, with truth I fhall impeach ; 
And I '11 fpare none that comes within its reach. 
On then, my Mufe — the world before thee Ijes — 
And lafh the knaves and fools that I defpife, 
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SONG OF BASSET. 
BY SIR GEORGE ETHEREGE*. 

LET equipage and drefs defpair, 
Si pee Baflct is come in, 
For nothing can oblige the fair 
Like Money and Morine. 

Is any countefs in diftrefs, 

She flies not to the beau, 
*Tis only Cony can redrefs 

Her grief with a Rouleau. 
By this bewitching game betray'd, 

Poor Love is bought and fold ; 
And that which mould be a free trade 

Is now ingrofs'd by gold. 

"Ev'n fenfe is brought into difgrace, 

Where company is met ; 
Or filent ftands, or leaves the place, 

While all the talk 's Ballet. 

Why, ladies, will you flake your heart*, 

Where a plain cheat is found ? 
You firft are rook'd out of thofe darts 

That gave yourfelves the wound. 

The time, which ihould be kindly lent 

To plays and witty men, 
In waiting for a Knave is fpent, 
Or wifhing for a Ten. 

• See vol. I. p. 192. 
Vol. II. . I Sramt 
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Stand in defence of your own charms, 

Throw down this favourite, 
That threatens with his dazzling arm* 

Your beauty and your wit. 

"What pity 'tis, thofe conquering eyes, 

Which all the world fubdue, 
Should, while the lover gazing dies, 

Be only on Alpue. 

TO THE EARL OF MI I>D L ETON * 

BY THE SAMJ&; FROM RATISBON. 

-O INCE love and verfe, as well as wine, 
^ Are brilkcr where the fun does fhine, 
>Tis fomething to lofe two degrees, 
Kow age itfelf begins to freeze : 

Ycc 

■* Charles Middleton, the fecond earl of -that- title, and 
baron Clairmont, was fecretary of ftatc for Scotland from the 
year 1684 to the Revolution; when he followed king Jlmcs 
into France, and was attainted by the Scots parliament in 
1695. He married lady Catharine daughter of- Robert earl 
of Cardigan, by whom he ha.d two fons, John lord Clair- 
mont, and Charles Middleton, efq; who were both taken at 
. fea by admiral Byng, in the defcent which the French in- 
tended upon' Scotland in X708; but, -by the queen's orders, 
they were foon relcafed, and'-died in France without iflue. 
Their father was alfo aboard in that armament. He had 
two daughters ; lady Elizabeth, wife of Edward, fon of 
'Jaifces..earLof .Perth; and. lady Mary, -wife of fir John 

Gifford, 
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TO THE. HAUL: Oi 1 MIDDLETON. it* 

Yet thk I patiently caitfcLbear, 

If the rough Danube's beauties wcjre 

But only two degrees lefs fair 

Than die bright nymphs of gentle Thames, 

Who warm me hither with their beams t : 

.Such power tkey have, they can difpenfc 

Five hundred miles their influence. 

'But hunger forces men to eat. 

Though no temptation 's in the meat. 

How would the ogling fparks defpife 

"The darling damfel of my eyes ; 

Should they behold her at a play. 

As (he '< trick'd-up on holy»day; 

Afford, knight. — u He h one of the pleafanteft companions 
in the world." Macky. — " Sir William. Temple told mc, 
be was a very valuable man ; and a good fcholar I once faw 
him." Swi*t, MS.— In Harl. MSS. are feveral of rii's 
:ttcrs to the earl of Oxford ; in one of which, 17^9, he thus 
commends the chevalier Rarnfay : " To a great deal of 
erudition he joins as many and great good qualities as I 
ever met in any man." In another, he tells lord Oxford* 
ho wiihed to exchange fome literary curiofities with the 
rench king, ** You are too modefr. ; and that is not the 
way to deal with the people of this country."— An affe£ting 
ory of the honourable Charles Middleton (fecondlbn of the 
arl) is related by the countefs of Pomfret, in Duncombe's 
ollec"Uonof Letters* vol. II. p» 125. id edit. N". 
f See Dryden's Letters to fir G. Etherege at SUtiihon, 
£ngl$i Poets, vol. XIV. p» 131* N. 

la -Whe* 



*it MISCELLAKY POEMV 
r When the whole family combine 
■\ For public pride to make her mine } 
•'•- Her locks, which long before lay matted, 
Ais on this day comb'4 out and platted s 
A diamond bodkin in each trefs, 
The badges of her noblenefs ; 
For every ftone, as well as the, 
« Can boaft an ancient pedigree. 

Thefe form'd the jewel erft did grace 
The cap of the firft Grave o' th* race ; 
Preferr'd by Graffin Marian 
T' adorn the handle of her fan ; 
And, as by old record appears, 
Worn fince in Renigunda's years : 
Now fparkling in the frokin's hair, 
No rocket breaking in the air 
Can with her ftarry head compare. 
Such ropes of pearl her arms incumber, 
She fcarce can deal the cards at Ombre. 
So many rings each finger freight. 
They tremble with the mighty weight. 
The like in England ne'er was feen, 
Since Holbein drew Hal and his Queen. 
But, after thefe fantaftic flights, 
The luftre 's meaner than the lights. 
The thing that bears this glittering pomp 
Is but a tawdry ill-bred romp, 
K Wbofe brawny limbs and martial face 
Proclaim her of the Gothic race, 
More than the mangled pageantry 
0t ali the fatherS ht:a^'ry. 
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TO THE EAW* OF MIDDLETOK. r ivy 

But there 's another fort of creatures, 

Whofe ruddy look and grotefque features 

Are fo much out of nature's way, 

You M think them flamp'd on otfcer clay $ 

No lawful daughters of old Adam. 

'Mongft thefe behold a city madam, 

With arms in mittras, head in muff, 

A dapper cloak and reverend ruff: 

No farce fo pleafant as this maukin, 

Aid the foft found of High-dutch talking* 

Here, unattended by the Graces, 

The Queen of Love in a fad cafe is. 

Nature, her active rainifter, 

Neglects affairs, and will not flir | 

Thinks it not worth the while to pleafe, 

But wheSi (he does it for her eafe. 

Ev'n I, her mod devout adorer, 

With wandering thoughts appear before her j 

And, when I'm making an oblation, 

Am fain to fpur imagination 

With fome fham London inclination : 

The bow is bent at German dame; 

The arrow flies at Englith game. 

Kindnefs, that can Indifference warm, 

And blow that calm into a ftorm, 

Has in the very tendered hour 

Over my gentlenefs a power, 

True to my country-women's charms, 

When kifs'd and prefs'd in foreign arms* 

13 TO 
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«s teteetli.Ati'it to bus, 

TO fHB fiARL OFMlDfltttoN- 
EY THE SAME. 
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FROM hunting whores, and haunting play. 
And minding nothing elfe all day 
(And all the night too, you will fay) j 
To make grave legs in formal fetters, 
Converfe with fools, and write dull letters i 
To go to bed 'twixt eight and nine, 
And deep away my precious time, 
In fuch a fneaking idle place, 
Where Vice and. Folly hide their face* 
And in a troublefome difguifc, 
The wife ferns- honed, hufband wife, 

For Pleasure here has the fame fate 

Which does attend affairs, of Hate, 

The plague of ceremony infe&s,. 

Even in love, the fofter fex ; 

Who ar\ eflential will neglecl, 

Rather than lofe the leaft refpec"!* 

Jn regular approach, we ftorm, 

And never vifit but in form ; 

That is, fending to know before 

At what a clock fhe il play the whore. 

The nymphs are conftant, gallants private,, 

One fcarce can guefs what 'tis they drive at. 

This feems to me a fcurvy faftiion, ^ 

Who have been bred in a free nation, £, 

With liberty of fpeech and paflion. X 

1 *c* 



TO, T$E EARL. QF JWIDPL^TpN, t *j 

"* Yet I cannot forbeaT to fpark if, 
And make the belt of a bad rharket. 
Meeting with one by cn'anfcc Icirid-hfcaTtec^r 
Who no preliminaries flatten*, 
I enter'd V>eyond expe&arion 
Into a "dole negotiation : 
Of which hereafter a relation/ 
Humble to Fortune, not her flate, 
I flill was pleas'd with what (he gate-f '-■ 
And with a firm and chearful mind 
I fleer my courfe witR every wind 
To all the ports flie lias* dcilgn'd- 
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'THE CUP, ' tfltOiyr A^ACREOTi 

BY MK. J OH N O L D H A M:**' * . 

... i 
'XJF A K E me a bowl, a mighty bowl* 
"****** Large as my capacious foul, 
Vaft, as my thirft is ; . let it have 
Depth enough to be my grave $ 
I mean the grave of all my care,- 
For I intend to bury 't there. 

Let 

* John Oldham (fon of a Nonconforming rrrinifter, wht> r 
at the time of the Usurpation, was rector of Shipton in Gloti- 
cefterfhirc) born Aug. 9, 1653, was a bachelor of Ed- 
mund Hall, Oxford ; A. B. in 1 674, and foon after ufher to- 
the free fthool at Croydon. In this fituation, fome c f h'S 
poetry having been handed about, he Was honoured with 1 a 
vifit by the carls of Rochefter and Dorfet, Sir Charles Sedlcy, 
i 1 4 - > and 
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Let it of filver falhion'd be, 
Worthy of win*, worthy of me j 
Worthy to ador^ the fpheres, 
r As that bright cvm among the ftarsj 
That cup which heaven deign'd a place $ 
Next the fun it* gicatcft grace. 
Hind cup ! that to die ftars did go. 
To light pool drunkards here below t 
Let mine he fb, and gjive me fight, 
That I may drink and revel by 't t 

and other perfons of distinction. In 1678 Be was tutor lb 
the ion of Judge Thurland, and in 1681 to a Ton of Sir Wil- 
liam Hkkes. By the advice of Sir William, and the aff- 
iance of Dr. Lower, he applied, for about a year, to the ftudy 
of phyfic; but, poetry being predominant, he haffened to 
London, and became a perfect votary to the bottle, yet 
without finking into the debauchery of his contemporary 
Wits. As he was of a very different turn from his father, 
the character of the old parfon, at the en* of his works, it 
fuppofed to have been defigned for him. It is perhaps the 
anoft extravagant caricature that ever was drawn.. He was 
patronized by the earl of Kington,, who would have made 
"Mm his chaplain if he would have qualified himfelf. He 
lived with the earl, however, till his death, which was oc- 
cafioned by the fmall-pox, Dec. 9, 1683. He was parti- 
cularly efteemed by Mr. Dryden $ who has done him great 
jufticc in " Verfes to his Memory," (Englifh Poets,. toL 
XIV. p. 161.) His works have been frequently printed ia 
one volume, 8vo$ in 17x2 in two -volumes izmo. with the 
Anchor's Life ; and very lately, under the inipection. ei 
Captain Thompfon, in three volumes, jzmov N. 

Yet 
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Yet draw no fliapes of armour there, 

No calk, nor (hieM, nor fword, nor fpear, 

Nor wars of Thebes, nor wan of Troy, 

Wot any other martial toy x 

For what do I Tain armour prize, 

Who mind not fbch rough exercifcf 

But gentler heges, forcer wars. 

Fights, that caufe no wounds or fears ? 

I '11 have no battles on my plate, 

Left fight of them mould brawls create; 

Left that provoke to quarrels too, 

Which wine kfelf enough can do. 

Draw me no confteUations there, 

No Ram, nor Bull, nor Dog, nor Bear* 
- Nor any of that monftrous fry 

Of animals, which ftock the iky 9 

For what are ftars to my detign $ 
Stars, which I, when drunk, out-mine* 
. Out-lhone by every drop of wine ?^ 
] lack no pok-ftar on the brink, 
To guide in the wide fea of drink* 
But would for ever these be toft * 
And wifh no haven, fcek no coafh. 
Yet, gentle aitift, if thou. It try 
Thy (kill, then draw me (let me fee) 
Draw me firft a fpreading vine, 
Make its arms the bowl entwine 
With kind embraces, fuch as I 
Tfwift about my loving (he, 
Let its boughs o'erfpread above 
Scenes of drinking, fcencs of lover 

Dra«t 
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Draw next t(ic patron of that tree, 

!praw Bacchus, and fofc Cupid by 5 

Draw them both in toping ihapes. 

Their temples crown'd with clutfer/d.grapctj 

Make them kaa againft the cup, 

As *t were to keep the figures up V 

And when their reeling forms I view,, 

1 '11 think them drunk, and be fo too : 

TheGodsfhaUmy.examples.be, 

The Gods thus drunk in effigy. 

ODE ON ST. C £ C J L I A r S DAY* 
BY, THE SAME. . 

' I. 

> E G I N the fdttg, your mAruitents advance, 

Tune tfcd vbteej and tone the. flu«, 

Touch the £lent fieeping lute, 
\ And make the firings to their own meafares dancew 
Bring gentleft thoughts that into language glidty 
Bring fofteft words that into numbers Aide t 

Let e*ery hand and every tongue • 

To make the noble concert throng* 
Let all in one harmonious note agree 

To frame the mighty fong, 
For this is^Mufic's facred jubilee. 

II. 

Hark how the waken'd firings refound> 

And break the yielding air ! 
The ravifii'd ienfe how pleafiogly they wound, 
And call the liftenirtg foul into the ear ! 

Each.pulfe beats time, and every heart 
V ■•» With tongue and fingers bears a part. By 
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CUE Of ST. -CECILIA'S DAY. . itj 

By Harmony's entrancing power, 
When we are dlus* Wound: -up*o efctafyj 

Methinkswc mount, mcthinks we tour, 
AnJ ftcm to annate our future bhTsoti nigh. ' 

How dull were life, how hardly worth our care, 
But-fb* the charms that Mufic lands' ! 
Hfcw faint ks pleasure* would appear, f 
But for the pleasure which our art attends I i 

WiihotoH the fweets of metoty,. 
?o tune otMr vital breathy : 
Who would not give it up lo death. 
And in\the iHenr grave contented Ik ! 

IV. 
MuiiCi tte !coidlal of a troubled breaft> 
The fofteft remedy that grief can find ; . w 

The greateft fpell that charm* our care to reft, 
And calmt-the ruffltd pafBons of the mind. • 
Jdtrfco utocriall our joy refine,.. 
It gives the; rcliih to our wine, 
Tis that gives rapture to our love,- 
And wings devotion to a pitch divine j 
Tn oar chief blifi on earth, and half 'our heaven above* 

CHORUS. 

Come then^wkh tuneful throat and firing*. 
The praifesof our art let 's fing ; 

Let^ ting to bkfrCRCiLiA'6 feme, 
That grae'd thi» art, and gave this~day its naraej; 

With mafe> wine and mirth confpire 
flflai bear a concert, and make up tho choir 1 

A PAS* 



riH MISCELLANY POEMS. 

A PASTORAL 

ON THE DEATH OF MR. OLDHAM, 

BY AN UNKNOWN WRITER. 
f 

/~\N the remains of an old feJaftcd oak, 
^^ Unmindful of himfelf, Meoalcas lean'd ; 
He fought not now in heat the wade, of trees, 
But flmnn'd tbt flowing river's pleating bank. 
His pipe and hook lay fcarter'd on the graft* 
Nor fed Jus (heep together on the plain, 
Left to themfelves they wander'd out at large. 
In this lamenting ftate young Corydon 
(His friend and dear companion of his hours) 
Finding Menalcas, afks him thus die cauft. 

i CORYDON. 

Thee have I fought in every fbady grove, 
By purling dreams, and in each private place 
Where we have us'd to fit and talk of love* 
Why do I find thee leaning on an oak, 
By lightning blafted, and by thunder rent > 
►What curfed chance has turn'd thy chearfal mind} 
And why wilt thou have woes unknown to me ? 
But I would comfort, and not chide my friend* 
Tell me thy grief, and let me bear a part. 

MENALCAS. 

Young Aftrophcll is dead, dear Aftrophclt, 
He that could tune fo well his charming pipe ; 
To hear whole lays, nymphs left their cryftal fpring; 
,- 3 Tta 
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The Fawns and Dryades forfook the woods. 

And, hearing, all were ravim'd— fwifteft {breams 

With-hety their courfe to hear the heavenly found 9 

And murn^ii^d when by following waves preft on ) 

The following waves forcing their way to hear. 

Oft the fierce wolf purfuing of the lamb, 

Hungry and wildly certain of his prey. 

Left the pursuit, rather titan lofe the found 

Of his alluring pipe. The harmlefs lamb 

Forgot his nature, and forfook his fear, 

Stood by the wolf, ami liften'd to the found. [obey. 

He could command a general peace, and nature would 

This youth, this youth is dead ! The fame difcafe 

That carry'd fwect Orinda from the world 

Seiz'd upon AftrophelL— -Oh, let thefe tears 

Be ofFer'd to the memory of my friend, 

And let my fpeech give way a-while to (ighs. 

C O R Y D O N. 

Weep on, Menalcas ; for his fate requires 
The tears of all mankind ■, general the lofs, 
And general be the grief. Except by fame, 
I knew him not j but furely this is he 
Who fung learn'd * Colin's and great f JEgpiti praife j 
Dead ere he liv'd, yet have new life from him. 
Did he mot mourn lamented { Bion's death, 
In verfes equal to what Bion wrote ? 

• Spenfer. f " Ode on the works of Ben Jonfon, 1 678." Si 
X Lord Rochester, in " A Paftoral, in imitation of Mofr 
"chus." N. 
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Yes this was he, (oh that I fay he was !) 
He that could ling the fliepherds deeds fo weU, 
Whether to*praife the good he turn'd his pen, 
Or lauYd tV egregious follies of die bad, 
■In both he did excel-*- 
His happy genius -bade him take the .pen. 
And di&ated more faft than he could Write * 

. Sometimes becoming negligence adorn'd 
His verfe,.and nature ihew'd they were her own; 

•'Yet art he us'd where art could ufeful be, 

. And fweated not to be correftly dull. 

C OR YDON. 

Had fate allowed his life a longer thread, 
-Adding experience to that wondrous fraught 

*Of youthful vigour, how would he have wrote i 

» ..Equal to mighty * Pan's, immortal verfe; 
"He that now rules with undifputed fway, 

♦ Oyide of our pens, crown'd with eternal bays, 

MENALCAS. 

We wiih for Kfe, not thinking of its cares j 
:I mourn his death, the Jofs of fuch a friend : 
But for himfeif he dy'd in the beft hour, 
And carry'd wirh him every man's applaufe. 
Youth meets not with Detraction's blotting hand, 
Nor fuffers aught from. Envy's cankerM mind. 4 

•Had he known, age, he would have feen tbe.worJ4 
Put on its uglieft, but its trueft face ; 
Malice had watch'd the droppings of tus ^cn, 

* Dryden.-r-This and the two following 'lines are wanting 
•in the copy prefixed to Oldham's Remains* N, 

And 
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And ignorant youths, who would for critics pafs, ■ 
■Had thrown their fcornful jefts upon his vein, 
And ccnfur'd what they did not underftand. 
Such was not my dear Aflrophell : he's dead, 
And I (hall quickly follow him. What 's deaths 
But an eternal fleep without a dream ? 
Wrapt in a lading darknefs, and exempt 
jFrom hope and fear, and every idle paffion ! 

/C O ft Y D O N. 

'-See, thy complaints have mov'd the .pitying ikies; 
They mourn the death of Aflrqphell in tears. 
Thy fheep, return'd from (Iraying, round .thee gaze. 
And wonder at thy mourning. Drive them home. 
And tempt thy troubled mind with eafmg fleep j 
To-morrow's chcarful light rn^y give thee comforu 

»R £ M -E D Y F L O V ,& . 

BY J«HK EVEiYN*, ES<J, 

* 
\XTO ULD you be quite cur'd of love ? 

* * From your miftrefs' fight remove. < 

To the open fields repair ; 
Cool'd with abfeoce, and with air, 
You will foon be eas'd of care. 

+ Son*of the great natural philofoj>her, -and born at Safes* 
•Court near Deptford, upon the 14th of January 1654, an? 
was there educated with great care. He was fent to Oxford 
in the year t666, where he remained in the houfe of Dr. 

Baxtax&t 



tU MISCELLANY POEMS- 

Seek out in another place 
Something fit lor your embrace ; 
Perhaps in a lefs charming face 
You may find a pleafing grace, 
Wit, or motion, drefs, or art, 
Thoufand things that may divert 
The torments of your throbbing heart. 

If 

Bathurft, then president of Trinity-college, before he was 
admitted a gentleman-commoner, which was in Halter-terra 
1688. It is not clear at what time he left Oxford ; but Mr. 
Wood feems to be pofitive that he took no degree there, but 
•returned to his father's houfe, and profecutcd his Audio 
under his directions. It is fuppofed, however, that, during 
his refidence in Trinity-college, h€ wrote that elegant Greek 
poem, which is prefixed to the fecond edition of the Sylva ; 
and is a noble proof of the ftrcngth of his genius and won- 
•derfur-progrefs in learning in the early part of his life. 
He difcovered his proficiency fixra afterwards, both in the 
Ancient and modern languages, by his elegant tranflations ; 
4» well as his intimate acquaintance with the Muies, in 
ibme original poems, which were much admired. His works 
will be mentioned prefently. He married Martha, daugh-*' 
ter and co-heirefs of Richard Spencer, tfq; and, having a 
head as well turned for buiinefs as ftudy, became one of the 
ccauaiuloners of the revenue in Ireland. He would pro- 
bably have been advanced to higher employments, if he had 
lived ; but he died at his houfe in London, upon the 14th of 
March 16989 in the 45th year of his age. He was father: 
0/ the late Jir John Evelyn, who was born at Sayes-Court 

upo* 
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If in this no eafe you find, 

But conftant love {till plagues your mind, 

To your former flame return, 

See if ftill her eyes do burn 

With equal force ; youll find, perchance, 

Lefs warmth in every amorous glance : 

Seeing oft what we defire 

Makes us lefs and lefs admire, 

And will in time put out the fire. 

Vifit her betimes each morn, 

Stand by her when (he does adorn 

i the 2d of March 1681, and created a Baronet by letters 
patent, bearing date July 30th, 171 3. This gentleman \ 
productions in the literary way were, 1. "Of Gardens, 
u four books, firft written in Latin verfe by Renatus Ra- 
M pinus, and now made Englifh by John Evelyn, efq;" 1673, 
8vo. Confidering how much he muft have been obliged to 
Hear of gardens and plantations, we need not wonder that 
be (hoald employ himfelf upon this fubjeel. His father an- 
nexed the fecond book of this trandation to his Sylva. 2. 
u The life of Alexander the Great, tranilated from the 
•* Greek of Plutarch." This was printed in the fourth 
volume of Plutarch's Lives by feveral hands. 3. " The 

* hiftory of the grand vifiers, Mahomet and Achmet Co- 
u progli ; of the three laft grand fcigniors, their fujtanas, 
u and chief favourites ; with the moft fecret intrigues of 

* the feraglio." r677, 8vo. This was a tranflation from 
the French, and has been efteemed an entertaining and in- 
ftructive hiflory. He was alfo author of feveral occafional 
poems, the beft of which are here preferred. N. 

•.Vol. II. K Her 
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Her head ; perhaps, fome borrow'd hair* 

Some, jlj-con.triv'd, affected fnare, 

Lewd fong on table found, or praye* l% 

Nonfenfical, may let you fee. 

That what you thought divinity 

Is but a piece of puppetry. 

If {till thy paflion does remain, 

And unfeen charms thy heart inchain* 

If ihe break thy deep by night, 

Fly again the wkch's fight j 

Opium take, that may invite * . 

The gentle god to calm thy foul 3 

Peaceful (lumbers Love control. 

Have a care of purling brooks, 

Of filcnt groves, and awful &%d«> 

Tb*y but tQ thy torment, add, 

Love does there with eafe invade* 

No raufic hear, no dying looks 

Behold, read no romantic books ; 

Books and mufic turn the head, 

Fools only frag, and madmen read s 

They with falfe notions fill the brain*. 

Are only fit to entertain 

Women, and fops that are more vain* 

Love and folly ftili are found 

In thole to make the deepeft wound* 

Who think their paflions to allay, 

By giving of them leave to fway 

A-while j but they Ukc winter torrents grow, 

And ail our limits overflow. 

Ifcrcr 
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Never truft thyfclf alone, 
. Frejqu<;5^ good company and wine ; 
In generous wines thy paflion drown, 
That will make thee all divine. 
Better 'tis to drink to death, 
Than figh and whine away our breath. 
In friends and bottles we may find 
More joys than in womankind. 
After enjoyment women pall, 
Intolerable plagues they 're all, 
Vain, foolifh, fond, proud, whimfical, 
Dillembling, hypocritical. 
Wines by keeping them improve, 
And real friends more firmly love. 
If one vintage prove fevere, 
We 're doubly recompene'd next year. 
If our deareft friends we lofe, 
Others may fucceed to thofe } 
Women only of all things 
Have nothing to affuage their flings. 
Curs'd is the man that does purfue 
The (hort-liv'd p^eafures of their charms ; 
There is no hell but in their arms : 
For ever damned, damning fex, adieu. 
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f |3* .MISCELLANY POEMS. 
ON VIRTUE, TO MR. S. G. 

BY THE SAMS. 

*p A IR Virtue, fhould I follow thee, 
"*■ I fhould be naked and alone ; 
For thou art not in company, 

And fcarce art to be found in one. 

Thy rules are too fevere and cold, 

To be embrac'd by vigorous youjh ; 
And Fraud and Avarice arm the old 

Againft thy juftice and thy truth. 

He who, by light of reafon led, 

Inftru&s himfelf in thy rough fchool, 

Shall all his life-time beg his bread, 
And, when he dies, be thought a fool. 

Though in himfelf he *s fatisfied 

With a calm mind and chearful heart, 

The world will call his virtue pride, 
His holy life deiign and art. 

The reign of Vice is abfolute, 

While good men vainly drive to rife j 

They may declaim, they may difpute, 
But (hall continue poor and wife. 

Honours and wealth are made by Fate 

To wait on fawning Impudence, 
To give infipid coxcombs weight, 

And to fupply the want of fenfe. 
■ » * *■ '] Mighty 
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Mighty Pompey, whofe great foul 

Defign'd the liberty of Rome, 
In vain did Caefar's arms control, 

And at Pharfalia was o'ercome. 

His virtue, conflant in diftrefs, 

In Ptolemy no pity bred, 
Who, barely guided by fuccefs, 

Secur'd his peace with his friend's head* 

Brutus, whom the gods ordain'd 

To do what Pompey would have done, 

The generous motion entertain'd, 
And ftabb'd the tyrant on his throne. 

This god-like Brutus, whofe delight 

Was Virtue, which he had ador'd, 
Haunted by fpe&res over-night, 

Fell the next day on his own fword* 

If, whea his hope of victory loft, 

This noble Roman could exclaim, 
Oh Virtue, whom I courted mod, 

I find (he 's but an empty name 1 

In a degenerate age like this, 

We with more reafon may conclude, 
That Fortune will attend on Vice, 

Mifcry on thofe who dare be good. 
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T O . E tt V Y . 
OVID, AMOll. iftbOlC I. ELtG. XV." 

BY THE 8 AM E. 

s 

■*-' Have fpenthmy years, or wkh falfe names profane 
The facred produ& of-my fertile brain ? ...;..,. 

'Tis true, in th' art of war I am not (kiil'd, 
No trophies did I e'er attempt to build 
i By gaining grinmng.honour * in the field. 

I never try'd co teaYhttie tedious la%*, . 

•e Or fought, in pleading *>f a ddperate caufe, 
I To fell my breath for int«jreft or applaufe. . 

Such little things I (SoVnY I rioMy aftfe •■■■--- 
.• At that which miry feckrre- a farting fame. 
And through the world iibtnofttHie toy natate* 

Old Chaucer (haty *teliis facetious 'rrVfc, 

* Be read and prais'd by warlike Britons, whife 

* The fca eiiriches^awd 'flefifnds their i(!e. ' - ■ ■ '■ ■»* • * 

While thewhole earth reifouhds EEfa*s fame* 
Who aw'd the French, 'ibid did ftie Spaniard tftffrie, ' 
The Englifh will rcn^mW S^enfer's name. 

While flatterers thrive and parafites (hall dine, 
While commonwealths afford a Catiline, 
Laborious Jonfon (hall be thought divine. 

* u I like not fucb grinning honour as Sir Walter hath." 
Shakfpeare, i Henry IV. vol. V. p. 416. cd. 1778, N. 
C*i r- Thee, 
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Thdb, Shatopeare, fciett tvter mall adore* 
Whofe wealthy ranty left fd *aft a (lore, 
They ftill refine ify fo&gft but precious ore. 

So long ftafl Gdwlc^ fy& idrnkM aWe 
The crowd, as David's troubled pity move, 
Till women tcafe tb cWm, ahd youth to W* 

While we the ftll df but ftift ftorents gricVfe* 
And wormip hrm wfo did fhat fall retrieve^ 
Milton (hall in ifefajeftic irttmbers tfoe. 

Dryden will lad as long as wit and fenfe, 
wMrijtf^merrcisireo^rM to exeellenfcey ■ * 
While -perfect language charms an, audience. 

As long as men are fatte, and women vain, 
While gold centres to be Virtue's banc, •„ 
3^n r f)oidoed Satire Wtohorley fall reign. ■. • ■ / . - - 

WlientheafpTrfng^fe^arrlh^teft, "■ 
And haughty -f^ty *s fe^go* PW Wtfly 
Then Lee and'OtWayV^ferks marl tfc Yopprfft, "■• 

rWhile^thers aw fevere, and fervants Cheat,' '' 
Till bawds and whores can Kvc wichout deceit,. r . . 
Smiley and eafy Ethercge &atl he great. 

fStones will confunae, -age will on metals prey, — 
But dcathlefsverfe ao time caawtar away-) < 
That Hands the mock of years without decay. 

When kingdoms fltttt be loft in'ilothandluft, 
When treafures fail, and .'glorious arms mail riifi* 
Verfe wity lifts itfelf tbore the duft. 

K 4 Come, 
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* 

Come, bright Apollo ! then, let me drink deep 
Of that bleft fpring thou doft for poets keep, ' • 

While in ignoble eafe the world 's afleep. 

Let wreaths of tender myrtle crown my head* 
Let me be (till by anxious lovers ready • - • 

Envy'd alive, but honoured when I 'm dead. 

Till after death, defert was never ciownkl, 
When my alhes are forgotten under ground, 
Then my beit part will be immortal found. 

MARTIAL, BOOK VIII. EPIG. LVL 

BY THE SAME. 

ALL other ages fince our age excels, r 

^*- And conquering Rome to fo much greatnefs fweUt, 
You winder what 's become of Maro's vein, 
That none write battles in Co high a ftrain. 
Had Wit ks patrons, Flaccus, now-asjaye, <* • 

As once it had, more would contend for praifc, \ 

Thy villa would a mighty genius raife. J . 

When Virgil was opprefs'd by civil hate, 
Robb'd of his flocks,' and ftripp'd of his eft ate, 
In Tityros* drefs beneath a beech he fate. 
Weeping in (hades thus was the poet found, 
Till brave Maecenas raisM him from the ground ; 
Knowing that Want would greateft minds betray, 
He fear'd a Mufe fo God-like fhould decay, 
And drave malicious Poverty away. 

Free* 
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Freed from the want that now oppreffcs thee, 
Thou (halt for ever prince of poets be. 
In all my pleafurcs thou a part (halt bear, 
Thou flialt with me my dear Alexis fhare. 
The charming youth Good by his m after* s board, , 
And with his ivory hands black Falern pour'd ; 
With rofy lips each cup he firft aflay'd, ** 

Of fuch a draught Jove would himfelf be glad, > 

And for Alexis change his Ganyraed. J 

Down go the rude Bucolicks on the floor, «* 

Of bees and harveft now he writes no more, I 

Whofe humble Mufe had fung the great when poor. J 
Straight he exalts his voice to arms and kings, 
The Roman ftory and his hero fmgs. 
Mean thoughts upon a narrow fortune wait, 
The fancy is improved by an eftate, 
Favour and peniicm make a Laureat. r 

HORAC& BOOK I. ODE VIII. / 

BY THE SAME. 

T Y D I A, I conjure you; fay, 
^-^ Why hafte you fo to make away 

Poor Sybaris with love ? 
Why hates he now the open air ? 
Why heat, and clouds of duft to bear, 

Does he no more approve ? 
Why leaves he off his martial pride ? 
Why is he now afraid to ride 

Upon his Gallic deed ? 

Why 
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Why fwfms he hot the Tyner o*er* 
Or wreftles as* he did before f 

Whence do ' his fears piroceed \ '■ 
Why boafts he not ltfs limb* grbwft ttadc 
With bearing arms, or his ftrorig Batk "•' 
With wtik* he fchirew the bat * <- -' 
." Is he like Thetis* fon eonceal*^ 
". And fitSto. alt manly f ports withheld, 
To keep him fafe from war ? 

♦ • ' • 

I T ».E PUNISHMENT, 

BY THE UM^ 

#1%N Hebnis'ba'nlc as Orpheus fate, 
^r Mourning Eurydke's haitf fate, ' 
Tne birds andbeaftsYftd on \m mufic wait, 
And trees and ftones became companionate ; 
Yet he, who all tKmgsfeKc oduli Shove* ' *. . 
Was quite infenfible to love. 
Therefore, ye G*dds* f Ye juftly cfid ordain, 
That he, who love and women did dcfpifc, 
To the fair fex.Jboufd fall a facrifice, 
And, for contempt of pleafurc, fuffer pain. 
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• :! ir t'%*b VaIm b. ■ " ■ '■" 

^T* BE $Httce* fate; whom, fferfrtial throngs rncMe> 
A When. A)ax lord 6' th' fcrafolri fcield arofe. 
With j oft difftam and untam'tt ^aflton fweil'd, 
Sigaeum aafl the navy tie beheld. 
Then lifting up his hands, Oh Jove ! faid he, > 

Before .this fleet, can my right quef\ion'd be > V 

And dares Ulyfles too "contend with me ? J ' 

He, who, when Heftor all darlhi'pslladfir'd, 
Far from the danger cowardly retired j 
mifeI-a1oWttchM&^ V-:* 

And faW Vne tiurnftrg navy wfrh this Tismd ? 
He »H therefore find & much Wi fafeft Courfe, ' 
To truil to tropes f aftd figures, ftot to force. 
His talent lies in prating, miife m waY'j 
And yet you fo u*n%qtfal jadge* ire> 
That you prefer his pedantry* r fed art, 
Before my conquering arm airtd ^enerbus heart. 
Of my exploits I n6ttm% ijM !t6'«ly, r ' * 

For they were all perfdfrh'diln o^n Say, T 

You faw them ; his, if any, were aUdo'tie 
By night^.told of himfelf, toVS&i ly none, ' 
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OUT OF S A N N A Z, A,R I U S. 

BY THE SAME. ....;■* 

^T E P T U N E faw Venice on the Adria ftand, 
•*• ^ Firm as a rock, and all the fea command. 
Think'ft thou, O Jove ! faid he, Rome's walls eaoel ? 
Or that proud cliff whence falfe Tarpeia fell ? 
Grant Tyber beft, view both ; and you. will fay, 
That men did thofc, Gods thefe foundations lay. 

WRITTEN ON A LADY'S MASK. 
BY THE SAME. < 

TTfTELL may'ft thou, envious mofk, be proud, 
* * That doll fuch killing beauties fhroud I 

Not Phoebus, when behind a cloud, 

Of half thofe glories robs our eye, 

As behind thee concealed lie. 

I would have" kept thee ; but I find 

My fair Eli fa fo unkind, 

Thou, wilt better fervice do 

To keep her charms from human view I 

For fhe is fo ftrangely bright, 
So furprizing, fo divine, f 

That I know her very fight 
Soon will make all hearts like mine* 
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ELEGY ON JOHN CROFTS, D.D.* 

BY MATTHEW STEVENSON f, 

TT ERE let his reverend duft in filence fleep 5 

•*■*** I could add tears, were 't not a fin to weep 3 

Which heathens wont : what elfe in grief (hould we # 

But doubt, or envy his felicity ? 

Death, as in duty, came and fnufF'd the light, 

As who ihould fay to make it fhine more bright., 

As to the fhutting-in of nature's day, 

His evening red was, but his morning grey. 

The elements difpute^ Death's control, 

Nature was loath to part with fuch a foul. 

As to his quality he doubly owes ; 
J5ut which, to birth, or breeding more, who knows > 

The 

* A younger fon of fir John Crofts of Teddington in 
Bedfordlhire ; at fir ft a commoner of Lincoln College, Ox- 
ford ; afterwards fellow of All Souls, and M. A. and be- 
neficed ; but, fuffering for the royal caufe, retired to Ox- 
ford, where he was created D. D. June 23, 1646. After 
the Reftoration, by the intereft of his brother, William lord 
Crofts of Sexham (an extinct title), he obtained the deanry 
of Norwich, where he was inftalled, Aug. 7, 1660 ; he died 
July 27, 1670} and was buried in the cathedral. N. 

f Author of M Norfolk Drollery ; or, a compleat col- 
" lection of the ncweft fongs, jovial poems, and catches, 
" &c. 1673." His head was eograved by Gay wood, wk^ 

the 
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The firft has him among the great ones reckon *d \ 
And in the fecond he to none was fecond. 
But fomc have troubled at his paUion been, 
Why (hould they fo ? a fly will have b?r fplce** 
He fcould he angry j and who lives hut can ? 
For could he not, he fhould be lefs than man. 
True^ he was hafty at fome crofs event, 
But was again as hafty to repent. 
And be his choler at the worft belie v'd, 
Whom his right hand deprefs'd, his left reliev'd. 
His ftri&nefsi at the church's gates did well, 
No gates (land always ojpe, but thofe of hell. 
And lince the lord his vineyard did reftore, 
'Twas zeal, not choler, to keep out the boar. 

Should I forbear a trophy here to raife him, 
(With reverence to the text) his works would praife him* 

the following infcription,.preferved in Mr. Walpole's Ca- 
talogue of engravers : 

" The printer's profit, not my pride,. 

€t Hath this ide* fignified ; 

u For he pu(h'd out the merry play, 

" And Mr. Gaywood made it gay.'* 
Thefe lines have milled Mr. Granger, who too hail ily con- 
cluded that the facetious author muft of courfe have been 
a dramatic writer. His " Merry Play" was evidently n^ 
other than his '-' Norfolk Drollery." Though very poflxbly 
he pofleflcd a " ihare of that vanity which adheres to human 
" nature," his poems are certainly, introduced by two modeft 
dedications ; one, to the moft virtuous and ingenious Madam 
Mary Hunt, of Sharington Hall ; the other, to his noble 
friend Thomas Brown, e% of Elfing Hall. N. 

Impartial 
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Impart jal eyes, furvey what he has. done ; 
And you '11 not fajf c^ujeh-worjp went flpwly on. 
Whofe elegy each grateful ftone preients, 
From th* humble bate, to th* higheft batf lements. 
Others themfelves wrap up in laiting lead, 
But he wrapt up the church in his own ftead ; 
Whofc pinacle hg rear'd fo high, it even 
Climbs up the cJqukJs to reach his alms to heaven | 
Upon whofe top, Qt. Peter may beholfl 
His monitor in cttara&ers of gold. 
Not but in this others pretend a $are> 
But the dead challenge what the living fpare* 
Now then for epjtaph, this let him take : 
Here lies the temple's great Jehojada *, 
Who for the fyms he>. to repair it, fpent, 
Has the w(ioXo church to- be his monument. 

A P R O L O G U E, 

BY MAJOR ASTO Nf. 

I^JENTLB reproofs have long been try'd in vain* 
V* Mfm but defpife us while we but complain : 
$ uch numbers are concern 'd for the wrong fide, 
A weak rcfiftance flill provokes their pride ; 
And cannot fiem the ftexcenefs of the tide. 

• Laugh- 

* Whofe h&f>xy is given in 2 Kings, c. xi. N. 

f Pofnhly James Aftan of St. John's College, Oxford,, 
whom Wqod *nd Walker defcribe as " a captain in the king's 
u army, and afterwarjfc as a fufferer for his majetfy's caufe j" 



} 
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Laughers, buffoons, with an unthinking crowd 
Of gaudy fools, impertinent and loud, 
Infult in every corner : want of fenfe, 
ConfirhVd with an outlandifh impudence, 
Among the rude difturbers of the pit, 
Have introduc'd ill breeding and falfe wit j 
To boaft their lewdnefs here young fcourers meet* 
Aifa all the vile companions of a ftrect 
Keep a perpetual bawling near that door, 
Who beat the baud lad night, who bilk'd the whores 
They fnarl, but neither fight nor pay a farthing : 
A ptay-houfe is become a mere bear-garden ; 
Where every one with infolence enjoys 
His liberty and property of hoife. 
Should true fenfe, with revengeful fire, come down, 
Our Sodom- wants ten men to fave the town : 
Each parifh is infe&ed ; to be clear, 
We muft lofe more than when the plague was here r 
While every little thing perks up fo foon, 
That at fourteen it he&ors up and down 
With the bed cheats and the word whores i' th' town j 
Swears at a play who fhould be whipt at fchool, 
The foplings muft in time grow up to rule, 
The fafhion mud prevail to be a fool. 
Some powerful Mufe, infpir'd for our defence, 
-A rife, and fave a little common fenfe : 



} 
} 



out who, after the Reftoratioif, became well beneficed, and 
'in April 1682 canon of Wells. He is certainly, however, 
/*' the little Afion" of Lord Mulgravc's fatirical « Epiftle to 
« Julian," Engliih Poets, vol. XIV. p. 157. N. 

In 
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""In fuch a caufc let tliy keen fatire bite, 
''Where indignation bids thy genius write : 
Mark a bold leading coxcomb of the town, 
And (ingle -out the bcait, .and hunt him down ; 
'■ Hang up his mangled carcafe on tlie flagc, 
To fright away the vermin of the age. 

OVID, D£ TSClfrT. BOOK L EL. XI. 

- COUVLJtlUl&G OF THREE XEAJLS BANISHMENT^ 

3Y A!N unknown writer. 

♦*f ONDEMN'D 10 Pontus, tir'd with cndkfc toil, 
^^ Since baniuYd Ovid fcft his native foil, 
Thrice has the frozen ffte*<tood, and thrice 
The Euxine fea been cover'd o'erwith ice. 
Ten tedious years of (iege die Trojans bore j 
But cottafcrny forrow, I have fuffer'd more : 
For me alone old Chronus flops his glafs, 
For years, 'like ages, (lowly fee m to pafs : 
Long days diminish not my nightly care, 
Both night and day their equal portion (hare. 
The courfe of nature fare is chang'd with me, 
And all is endlefs as my mifery. 
Do Time and Heaven their common motion keep? 
Or are the Fatesf that fpin my thread, afleep ? 
In EuxineJPontus here I hide my .face, 
How good*the name ! but^.oh, how^ad the place ! 
The people, round about U"3 thee aten war, •• ...[:/: 

>Who lire hy fpoiisf -add fhitte* *» pirates are^i 'l-j . 
. 4 .V*u IL L No 
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*No living thing can hfere pibteftibn hayc, •' » r :iV: ; • 

3S T ay fcarce the dfefcd anequigttti'ttuar gww«p ; : -i sio.i .'/ 
For here are birds as-^eW 1 «s tttttt of p«y r : List! « :!•;,.?;.. 
That fwiftty ftnkch, utfftsh,' fhe*llmbs?awaU' -.'&i-/» !*.»/ 
Darts arc flung a* Us by *he ntfgfcb&fcring-faB^' <;" ."•-••' ■ 
Which oftentimes 'We' ; gathe> aewb gd* . • ' ''-'"ii '* - 
He who dares plough (but few there are who dare) 
Mafr arm.himfelf as if he weot fo^war. : - r* r v . 
The fhepherd puts his helmet on, to keep, 
N*£ f MftiSflte \V6l ifcft,- bit anerttits, • his iueep iy i •'*'<:• ? 
While r*aur.nfully be tun£$,hi$ rural Mufe, ,. _ 
One foe the fhephcrd and his fheep purfues. 
The «artl*y -which the fefefi ?\tier&iotiM bt,_ ■ . r - 

'Within from .cruel tumults is dot -free ...,..;. 

-Oft dire contentions put me'in affright, 
The rude inhabitants with Grecians fighu * ,y 
In one abod§ amongft a barbarous. rout -...;, 

-1 live, but when they pleafe they thruft me out* ■-. %,■: 
My hatred to thefe < brutes takes fcom my feap, m . - m ... ;# 
For they are like the bea/t$.whofe Ikins they wear, 
Ev'n thofe who as we think were born in Greece 
Wrap themielves up ip rugs and Periian friae^ t :< • 
They eafily. each otljuer, underhand, 
But I, alas, am fore'd to fpeak by hand ! 
Ev'n'tO thfcfe:nreoi(ifi may call *tWcm.f6) t w ;. 

Who ncitSeywhatis right or feafoa knpw» : m- -.' 

3 a Barbarian am,? hard fate: tio ifo^ • r. : : "• •■ : - vH ~i 
Whdh-isfgeak: Latin, how. they: Jaugh at mc!!Lcx . ,/,.: 
Perhaps they h\fcfyaM-toimpi)tfgim:ip: ;t -rr. — , r ; r 

Or call mettntrfftcfaw} wklttifp^face^ . .. ,7 

«>1 J !.i3fe£<fc*, 
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Befides, the cruet fword 'gainrt Nature's laws 
Cuts off the innocent without a caufe. 
The market-place, by lawlefs arms pofleft, 
Has flaughter-houfes both for man and bead. 
Now, O ye Fates, 'tis time to flop my breath, 
And fhorten my misfortunes by my death. 
How hard my fentence is, to live among 
A cut-throat, barbarous, and unruly throng ! 
But to lemvie youi my friends, a harder doom, 
Though baniftVd here, I left my heart at Rome, 
Alas, I left it where I cannot come* V 



} 



* After having continued long, in favour at the court «£ 
Auguftus, he fell under that Emperor's difpleafure in the fit* 
tlcth year of his age. He fays, in fcvcra\ parts of his 
works, the caufes of his milery were two : his having com* 
pofed books on the Art of Love, and his having fcen fomctbin'r* 
He does not tell what it was he (aw ; but gives us to under- 
Hand, that his books contributed lefs to his difgrace than that 
did : and •a his complaining to Love, that, after labouring 
to -enlarge, /a"; empire* he obtained nothing for his reward but 
banifhment, Love anfwers, 

4i Utque hoc, fie utinam defendere caetera poffes : . 
* Scls .aliud, quod te beferit, efle magis." 

DePonto, 1. iii. cp. 5* 

And m-his fecond book Dc Triftibus* l.ii. ver. 103^ he com* 
fares -himfclf to- unfortunate A&aeon* who had undesignedly 
feen Diana- naked, and fuffered for it. Various attempts 
hare been made to conjecture what he faw j but it ftill rc- 
maios an uncertainty. N» 

L» To 
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To be forbid the city, I confefs, 

That were but jtift, my crime deferred bo Iff** 

A place fo diftint from my native air 

Is more than. I defervc, or long can bear. 

Why do I mourn ! the fate I here attend 

Is a lefs grief than Gsfar to offend 1 

ELEGY (ON DA. W MZ T A K.E R*„ 

BY MIU JOSEPH HALLf. 

T> TNDE ye my browes with mourning cyparifTe, 

And palifli twigs of deadlie poplar tree, 
Or if fome fadder fhades ye can devife, 
Thofe fadder (hades vaile, my light-loathing eie s 
I loath the laurel-bandesllovcd belt, 
And. all that«majteth /mirth .and pleafant reft. 

If 

* King's profeflor, and matter of St. John's College, Cam- 
bridge; he died in 1595. This elegy was annexed to the 
* Carmen Funcbre Caroli Horni, 1596." N. 

f The reader is here prefented with a beautiful poem, at 
prefent entirely unknown, by the ingenious and learned di- 
vine who early in life diftinguifhed himfelf by his " Virgi- 
«' -demiarum, Satires in fafbooks, 1597" (reprinted at Oxford 
T753, <Svo). He was born and educated at Afliby-de4a- 
Zouch; and at 15 was feat to Emanuel College, Cambridge* 
where he regularly obtained his degrees and a fellowfliip, 
and read the rhetoric lecture in the public fchools for twa 
vears with great applaufe. In the prologue to the u Virgi- 
« demiarum," he tails himftlf -the firft fatyriil in the Eng- 
liih language ; 
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flTcvcf breath' diflblv'd tHc world to tearts, 
Or hollow cries made heavens vault refoond :' 
IF ever fhrikes were founded out fo cleare, 
That all the worlds waft might heare around : 

Be mine the breath, the teares, the fhrikes, the cries, 
Yet ftill my griefe unfeene, unfounded lies. 

Thou 

" I'nrft adventure ; follow me ^vho lift-, 

« And be the fecond English fatyrift." 
About 1596 he was prcfented to the rectory of Halfted in 
Suffolk, and fdon after married a wife with whom he livrd 
happily 4$' years. In 1605, he accompanied fir Edward 
Bacon to the Spa, where he cotrtpofed his fecond " Century 
" of Meditations." In 161 2, he took the degree of D.IX 
obtained the donative of \Valtham Holy Crofs in Effex, and 
a little before had been made chaplain to prince Henry; was 
made a prebendary of the collegiate churbh of Wolverhamp- 
ton ; dean of "Worcester, whllft abfent in France on ah em- 
bWTy with lord Hay, in 1 616 ; attended the king into Scot- 
land as chaplain -in- 1617 ; and was fe'nt'to the fynod of Dort 
in 1618, where he preached an admired 'Eatin ftrm6n. He re- 
fofed the bifiiopriek' of Gloucefter in 1624 } accepted that of 
Exeter in 1627 r and in November 1641 wis tranflated to>* 
Norwich. < He was committed to the Tower on the 30th of Ja- 
nuary, whence in June 1642 'he was releafed on giving 5000I. 
VaiL Withdrawing .to Norwich, he lived there in tolerable 
quiet till April 2643. Euf-then, theosder for fequeftering no- 
torious delinquents being palled,* in ■ which he was included ' 
by name, all his rents were flopped, and' h'e< had nothing to- 
live on but what the parliament allowed him ; all the while 
Jfeffering^the greateil inconveniences^whkh he has given an. 
1/ ^j account! 
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Thou flattering Sun, that ledft thia loathe^ \ight. 
Why didft thou in thy fcffron- robes arife. ? ..,■•* 
Or fold ft not up the day iadrierie night ?. 
And wakft the wefterne worldes amazed eies ? 

And never more rife, from ph& ocean, 

1*0 make the morn, or chafe night-ihades again* 
Heare we no bird of day, or dawning morne, 
To greet the fun, or glad the. waking eare : 
Sing out ye fcrich-owles lowder.then aforne, 
And ravens blacke of .night.; of death of. dricre.* . 

And all ye barking fouks yet never fcene,. 

That fiH the moomWe night with hidcom tHn; « 

account, of in a piecey intitlcd fiis " Hard 'Meaiure^ In 
the. year 1647, he retired to a little eft ate, wnich be. rented 
at .Bigham near Norwich; and in this retirement ne* ended 
his life on the &th of September 1656, in the' 020* year of tiis 
age. Jle was buried in the church-yard of that parifh '.wltn- 
owt any memorial : for in his will he has this paffagey* 1 " I 
" do not hold God's houfe a meet repolitory for the dead 
f< bcdUs of the greateft faints.* He is univerfally allowed 
to have been a man of great wit and learnings and of as great 
meeknefs, modefty, and piety. He was fo great » lover of 
ftudy, that he earneftly wifhed his health would have al- 
lowed him to do it even to excels. His works, befides the 
Satires above-mentioned, make in all five volumes in folio 
and quarto ; and « are filled, fays Mr. Bayle, with fine 
" thoughts, excellent morality; and a great deal of piety.'* 
His writings Ihew, that ne was very zealous ajgiinft papery ; 
neither was he more favourable to thofe who feparited from 
the mother-church without an extreme* neceraty.- He la- 
mented the divifions of proteftants, and wrote fomcthing 
with a view of putting an end to them, N. 

Now 
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Now (handle wanton. DeiriU 4ajunce in ring* * \ 

In evcric mede, ind avufo hea$h 'bore 1 •...., 
The Elvifh Faeri«, atid/rhc^telfcns : .:■..-. .. ; 
The hoofed £atym rfitatihtHe&lfoiF * .,;.,- Y 

Retypi^ y«»ifi, Mufcfc. hofc rnirth . . ,, , 
Have noMi forfrrorne *te i#e> for {aken earth* , 1 

Tkfc Sfcrit>ce«£ Oarkfcfcffevgios <o tyrannize, • <j 

And reare up cruel cropbecs of JiU Rage, : . ..:,..,;; 
Faint %ank r thwrogi^her jdcfp»i*ing qowafdjcc 
Yeelds up lierieUe .to eridlofic 'vftflaJtgc : 

Wh^pDhampk>n:naiy {ihflltajiw ^^p.w^.pf jfail, 
AmViUffuorniic fpiw overquell? #/ §f 

The dwrUb praife, thevpHdcdf $fouifts ,p«rofe* . 
Amaae 'tffrt uses, .hop&jof «tar -feuded ffge,v -,- • 1 ; - <-_ 
Religions' JwMt £arth$"cJiowe* . and itkMSR&]le.V;e,. 
Patterne of 'Venue, .psttiori.'ofl JWuftiSjftge: ... 

AUttefe and more were 1 Winters afer^ ._;. 

Now they in -him; undone? a«d;a]l *?e.gQf>«j; : ; . 
Heaven, Earth, Natjuhf fie*jtb,;.and every ,?ajC7 L ; . . 
Thus fpcnld chc^ncleile uwokl.pf ww^^ij^r^^/l 
Whiles e^cfi repiri'd -at oihe^.plwfia^ftajfj 
And valt agreed ttr »khIc the HwWa-. W*>y i* . . ■ 

Htavtfh'ftrove u'uh E*fth, Ifcftiny gap* ^i|p^me^ 

That Death fhoulftE&rthand N/^Mfe-qvcjjc^e.) 

Earth ttfc** -one. part , wh^n;f osMi Natiwc/^wJtfa -. .'! 
The foule, to.ftit iwo: ahe: jfcelding ikiet . ,., .. ..» 
Sorted by deith into ttfeic<i*atal. cods* > ■;.•..•. 
Forefeene, foreittt fro«i all iterniiicir • >-'.i ,,*'•' " 

. 4^mii<by^eath*i*^iyhfe*^ 
Earth- *i« <U(poy])d Jwh»a.Hcavcji qtccqv»^-A 

.'> L 4 At^ 
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Ah, coward Nature, and more cruell Death, 
Envying Heaven, and Unworthy mold, . 
Unweildy carkafle and unconftant. breath, - 
That did fo lightly leave your living hold ; - 

How have ye all confpirid Our hopelefie fpight* . 

And wrapt us up in Griefea eternal! night. 
Bafe Nature yeeldes, imperious- Death commaundes*-. 
Heaven defires, durft lowly duft.denieJ 
The Fates decreed, no mortall might withftand^ » 
The fpirit leaves his load, and Uxs'n lie. 

The fence lefie corpes corrupts in fweeter day, . ;. 

And waytes for worms to- wade it quite, away* < '< 
Now grant your triumphes, Death aadDeftinies,* : ;• 
And let the trembling worid witnetib your waft.s: . 
Now let blacke Orphney raife hit gatlly neighes* 
And trample high) and heltiih fome. outcafr: 

Shake he the earth- and teare the hollow ikies*. 

That ati may feele and fearc your victories. . 
And after your triumphant chariot, ; 
Drag the pale corpes that thus you did to die, . 
To (hew what goodly conquefts ye have got, 
To fright the world* and fill the woondring eSe :.- 

Millions of lives, of deathes no conqueft were*, 

Compared with one onely Whitakere. 
But thou, o foule, ftalt laugh at their defpite* 
Sitting beyond the mortall mans extent,. 
All in the bofome of that bkfled fpright: 
Which the great God for thy fafe conduct fenr-,. 

He through the circling fpfcearcs taketh hit tight. 

And cuts the folid fkie with fpirituall might* 

Opes 
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Open ye* golden gates- of* Pavadife,, 
Open ye wide unto a welcome ghoft : 
Enter, Ofoule, into thy boure of Wide, 
Through all the throng of Heavens hoaft r 

Which' teU with .triumph- gard *he&.as thottgo'ft. 

With pfalmes of iconqueft and with crownes of co(£. 
Seldome had ever foule* fuch' entertaines, 
With fuch fwect hymnes, and fuch a glorious- crownew - 
Nor with -fuch joy amttls the heavenly traiocs* 
Was ever led to his Creators throne * 

There now he lives, and fees hi$ Saviouvs face,* 

And ever fings fweet longs unto liis grace. 
Meantwftife, the" memorie of' his mighuic name, . 
Shad live as long, as: aged earth -flrai -laft * 
Unrolled on bcrifl walles of'fame> 
Ay ming'd, ay moura'd: and wifhed oft in waft;. 

Is this to die, to live for evermore. 

Adoublc life: that neither livM afore } ■ 

Jos.Halx, Immanv- 

A'D" CARODUM' &' E- G- E M * . 

JO. COfSOX, VII* fc HiEXES THO. COTTOJT, BAKONITV 

HSVBi . Rex, felrcem numerofa propago coronat, . 
* Atquc tuas seliquas ilia CORO N A-bcat ; 
Augebitque tuum Diadema corona nepotunv 
Addidit ut titulis Juno fecundatuis. 

• See " Carmen Natalitium ad Cunas illuftni&nx: Principle 
^Eliiabethae decantatum per humilcs Canubrigia Mufas r 

6 Qgam 
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Quam vere rczr.as, d'jplicx redimire corona? 
Infign:: regsm prima, fecunt'a parrein. 

JOAXNES COTTON*, ilACD. CCLL. CAST. 

ON MR. H. DICKINSON'S TRANSLATION 

OF PERE SIMON'S CRITICAL HEaTCfRYf. 

#^F all heaven's judgments, that vra? fore the worfe 

^^ \Vhen:our bold fathers were at BabcL curft : 

Mao, to whole race this glorious orb wasjjivta, 

Natutr's lor'd darling, -and the joy. of heaven, 

Whofe powerful race- the fubjeft world o^ey'd, . 

And gods were piea&'d.uith the djfeourfe lie made; 

He, who before did every form excel, ( ' 

Beneath the moft ignoble, creature fp\\ \ „ 

Every .tile Ueall through the wide.. earth, can" rpvey 

And, where the fenfc invites, declare his- joy e ! 

Sounds inarticulate move through all.tlis rac^s; 

. And one (hurt language ferves for every place : 

But fuch a price did that prcfumption coft, 

That half our livjjs in; trifling words are loll. 

Nor can their utmoft force and power exprefs 

The foul's ideas in their native drefs. 

Knowledge, that godlike om'ment of the-nrind*' ' " ' 

To the fmall fpot where itf h born ?s coonn'd. ? 

• ■ - ■ . ■ / . 

* Sir John Cotton bait, of Land wade and Maddirigkv, « 

.whom fee vol. 1. p. 139. He was grandfather to the prefent 
Sir John. In the printed Baroivertagc, the poet's fat her (thr 
firft baronet of the family) Is called Sir Jikn.; in tke Cam- 
bridge Verfes he is called Thomas. N. 
f Sec a pecmby Otway, Englilh Poets, vol. Xt. p. 137. K- 
1 BUC 
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But he, brave youth, the toilfoaoe fate repeals. 
While his lfam'd.pcn myftcrious truth reveals. 
So did, of old, jlIic cloven tongues dtfeend ; 
And Heavens commands to every ear extend. 
And 'twas, but juft that all th' afloniih'd throng 
Should underffcand the. Galileans tongue, 
God'jS-facred law was for all Israel made; 
And in plain terms, to every tribe difplay'd* 
On marble pillars, his Almighty hands. 
In letters large, wrote the divine commands : 
But fcarce they were fo much in pieces broke* 
When Moles' wrath the people did provoke, 
As has the facred cowl been torn and rent, 
T* explain -what the All-wife Dictator meant* 
But now, t' our Egypt the great iProphet.'s come; 
And eloquent Aaron tells the joyful doom. 
From the worft itavery at laft we 're freed, 
And dull 'no more with (tripes- from error bleed p 
Thelearned Simon has th* hard taik fubducd; 
And holy tables the third time renew'd. 
Sinai be blcfs'd, where was receiy'd the law 
That ought to keep the rebel world in awe ; 
Arid blelVU be he that taught Us to 'invoke 
God's awfal name, as. God to Mofes fpokc. 
Nor does he merit lefs, who could To well 
From foreign language his great dictates tell t 
In bur cold clime the pregnant foul lay hid ; 
No virtual power mov'd the prolific feed, 
Till his kind genial heat prefcrv'd it warm j 
And to perfection wrought the noble form. 
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Never did yet arrive fo vaft a ftore 
Of folid learning on the Britifh fliore : 
T* export it thence has been the greateft trade */ 
But he, at laft, a full' return has made. 
Raife up, ye tuneful bards, your voices rarfe. 
And crown his head with never-dying* praifc r 
And all ye Nimrod's mighty fons rejoice. 
While ev'ry workman knows the builder's vofce^ 
Ih Shinar's plain the lofty tower may rife, 
Till its vaft Head fuflain the bending ikies : 
In its own nature Truth is fo divine, 
No facred powers oppofe this great defign ? - 
So dark a veil obfcurM Ticrreverendhcad, 
The wifeft : travellers knew not where to tread, 
Blind Zealand mad enthuftafts fitew'd the way, 
While wandering meteors led their* eyes aftray ; 
Through the dark maze without a clue they ran, 
And at belt ended where they firft began : * 
But now at lad we're brought fo near her throne, 
At the next flep the glorious crown 's ourownw 

HORTT ARLINGTONTAKL 

AD CL. DOM. HBttRIGUM COMITEM AILING TOM UE« 

AUCTORE' C. DRYD E'NA 

MAgnificos propter faltus, &avita Jacobi 
Mowiio, quae faciunt commerciaduplicis aulae»« 
Ac Ducrs ac Divi nomen commune tuctur,. 
£urgunt co&ilibus fuccin&a palatia nraris: 
* Of whom j. fee vol. I. p- 56. 
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Quae pofita ad Zephyrum, radiis fol igneus aureisj 
Illuftrat moriente die, nafcente falutat. 
•Eximiam incerea raolem mirantur euntes, 
Vulgufque, procerefque : caducos plorat honorcs 

^ Aulicus, & reninxfaftigia lubrica damnat; 
Felicemque vocat.Dominum, cui tempore vitac 
Labuntur variis aulae inconculla procellis. 
Et quamvis procul haud abfint, turn plebis iniquas 
Improba garrulitas, turn clamoHfe ambitus aula?, 
Circumfufa quies, & pax incognita Magnit 
Hie placide regnant ; & verum timplice calm, 
Propofitique tenaz virtus, & pcclus honeftum. 
Namquc ubi prima diem furgens Aurora reducit, 
.Et macutinas fudant Cub roribus herbae, 
Nulla volans fumante viam rota turbine verfar, 
Crcbra putres fonitu nee verberat ungula glebat : 
Hinc procul imbelles perfultant pabula damae, 
Atque pii placidos curant dulcedine foetus; 

Jade, loquax ripas & aquofa cubilia linquens 
Fcrtur anas, madidis irroram asthera pennis. 
Vos O Pierides molli teftudine Mufa?, 

x Dicite pulchricomis depi&um floribus hortum ? 
Nullus abeft cui dulcis hone*, quern mille pererranc 

Fonnofae Veneres, pharetuque Cupido tuetur. 

Hon ilium Alcinoi floreta, aut Theflala Tempe 

Exuperant, quanquam haec qui fingunt omnia, Vatef 

•Hfendaci fublime ferant ad fidera cantu. 

Areaque in medio eft multum fpe&abilis horto, 

•Ordinibus raris palorum obdu&a, tuentum 

ittificaas oculos ac dona latcntia prodens : 

Nempe 
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Quam vere regnas, diiplici re'dimiteTcororiiT ■ 
Iniignit regem prirjfia, fecdncJa'patrem. ■ 
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OF PERE SIMQSTS CRITICAL HISJ^Y-fv 

jF all heaven's judgment a, thafc-was faic.thp yro*fi 
Wheiraut bcrid'titthers were at ftabei ^vcrft t . . 
Man, to whofe race, th'^s: glorious prb was^givtfl^ - . 
Natiur** lord dailing, -and the joy. of heaven,. . m t - 
Whofe powerful -voiw^he fukje&wwld pbe.y'4* 
And gods were, plea&'.d; with the difajurfe he made j , , 
He, who before ^id every form excel, .,.],. .""*•'. 
Beneath the moft ign(^|e..cTeatvHfe.^ry < . .'.'"' 
Every frite Wfaft .through ;tbje w^e^b.canjrpve^ ' ' '. 
And, where the fenfe4awtes r -decmri: hi^Jpvel t " 
Sounds inarticulate rnoye through all. the. race; _.* 
, And onefliQCt language ferves for every place : 
But fuch a price did that prcfump:ion coft, 
That half our, Jiv^s inj trifling w^rds are loll. . 
Nor can their utmoft force and power exprefs 
The foul's ideas in their native drefs. ' 
Knowledge, ' fchat godlike orn'ment of thevanndp 1 ' *"* 
To the fmali fpot where if is born vs coofin'd. . " ? 

* Sir John Cotton bart. of Landwade ar,d MaddiTnjglcy, < 
.whom fee vol. I. p. 139. He was grandfather to the prefer 
Sir John. In the printed Baroivetlagc, 'the poet's' faihcr"(tli 
fir ft baronet of the -family) is called Sir Jib*.} in the Can 
.^ridje Verfes he is called Thomas. N. 

'^ Sec a peem by Otway, Englifh Poets x vol. XL p. 137- ^ 
X Uu 



ON MR. DICK INSON'S TRANSLATION. 155 

But he, brave youth, the toilfome fate repeals, 
While his Uarn'd.pcn myftcrious truth reveals. 
So did, of old, jLhc cloven tongues defcend ; 
And Hearon'^ commands to every ear extend. 
And 'twas, but juft that all th f aflonifh'd throng 
Should underftand the Galileans tongue, 
God's- fact* d kw was for all Israel made; 
And in plain term*, to every tribe difplay'd* 
On marble pillars, his Almighty hands. 
In letters large, wrote the divine commands : 
But fcarce they were fo much in pieces broke,. 
When Moles' wrath the people did provoke, 
As has the facred cowl been torn and rent, 
T* explain what the All-wife Diclator rneanr. 
But now, t' our Egypt the great Prophet .'s come ; 
And eloquent Aaron tells the joyful doom. 
From the word llavery at laft we 're freed, 
And Hull-no more with ffripesifrom error bleed * 
Thelcarned Simon has th* hard talk fubdutd; 
And holy tables the third time renewal. 
Sinai be blcfb'd, where was receiyM the law 
That ought to keep the rebel world in awe ; 
And'blefsftl Ite he that taught lis to^intoke 
God's awfa.1 name, as- God to Mofcs fpekc. 
Nor does he merit lefs, who could fo well 
From foreign language his great dictates tell r 
In bur cdld clime the pregnant foul lay hid ; 
No virtual "power mov'd the prolific feed, 
Till his kind genial heat prcforv'd it warm } 
And to perfection wrought the noble form* 

Nevet 



i*o -ansCETLL'ANY POEMS. 
O Dium, fid am que caput, renerabile-gentis 
• Pnefidium ! O magnos jamdudum exute 1 laboresr! 
4 Sspius hie cecum placido fpatiem in horto, 
Traducens* faciles,^fed nott inglortus annos i 
Et vitam fludiis florcntem nobilis otl ! 
:Dum timoromnis abeft, eurxque mcendia luAus* 
Nee tibi vel telis audet fortuna nocere, 
Tel ftruere infidias canis. Tibi Hbere ttinfts 
Tempora 9 & accedis tantutn non hofpesad aukra* 
O felix animi, >qucm non ratione rtli&a, 
Spes elata trahir laudumquearre&a cupido; 
Nee mifere infomnes eogunt difperdere no&es f 
. At fecurrqutes, antmae divina voluptas, 
Mitiaque emeritonr folantur fata fene&am* 
Unica Regali connubit filia ftirpi, 
Anglia quas habuit pulchns praelara puellis* 
Quae poi'cis meliora Deos ? quae ponderc raft© 
Corruit ufta domus, flammac fecura minacis 
Ecce flat, e tantis major meliorque- ruin is ! 

Scilicet banc rerum alma Parens, nt vidit ab alt* 
Nube Venus ; circum divioi colia Marhi 
Fufafuper, rofeoque arridens4uaviterore, 
Sic Divum-alloquitur: noftros dele&at ocellot 
Pulcbra domus, fsevis oHm- confumpta favillis : 
-En hiijus (fi fata iinant) tielebrabirur Haercs 
Herois divina, & me digniffima cura 1 
Pallas & hoc pofcit (proprio favet ilia Minlftrot) 
Qiji Divam colit, ac fimiles aflurgitad arte*. 

Vincitur illecebris Deus ; & jubet omine Ixto 
Stare diu, longofque domum fupcrclle per annos. 



TRANSLATED *Y MR. SAM. BOY5E*. 

'^^'EAR to thofe domes tV indulgent powers affign 
■**^ The facred feat of Stuart's majeftic line ; 
(Thofe rifing towers, that, known to ancient fame, 
Bear both the Monarch's and the Martyr's name) ; 

.-Near thofe fair lawns, and intermingled groves. 
Where -gentle Zephyrs breathe and fporting Loves j 

A 

•*■ Son of Jofeph Boyfe, a DifTenting minifter of great 
eminence in Dublin (who was one of the 16 children of Mr. 
Matthew Boyfe of Leeds) well known by his controverfial 
writings againft Abp. King.— Samuel was born in 1708, and 
received his education at Dublin; at 18, he was fent to the 
univerfity of Glafgow ; and, marrying before he was 20, 
returned to Dublin with his wife, where the conduct of 
neither was commendable. The huiband, who had no graces 
of perfon and fewer ftill of convcrfation, patted his time in 
abject trifling ; the wife, in intrigue : and their extrava- 
gance reduced his father to indigence. In 173 1 young Boyfe 
rciided at Edinburgh, where he publifhed a volume of poems, 
addrefled to the countefs of Egleton, the patronefs of all men 
of wit. Here alfo Mr. Boyfe particularly diftinguiihed him- 
felf by an elegy, called " The Tears of the Mufes/' on the 
death -of the vifcountefs Stormont ; which introduced him to 
the noble vifcount; and alfo to the dutchefs of Gordon, who 
had engaged for him an office in the cuftoms, which he loft 
by an unpardonable remiflhefs. The dutchefs fent him to 
.London with recommendations to Mr. Pope and the lord 
chancellor King. He went to Twickenham j but, the poet 

Vol. II. M not 
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A frame there {buds, that rears its beauteous height^ 
And ftrikes with pleating ravifhmeot the fight. 
Full on the front the orient fun difplays 
His chearful beams $ and, as his light decays, 
Again adorns it with his weftera rays. 
Here wondering crowds admire the owner's date, 
And view the glories of the fair and great.; 
Here falling ftatefmen Fortune's changes feel, 
And prove the turns of her revolving wheel ; 

Them 

not being at homey he never repeated the vifit ; by the peer he 
-was moft graciou fly received. From this period he -wrote many, 
poems-; but thofe, though excellent in their kind (and fuf- 
ficicnt, it is faid, to have filled at leaftiix volumes) were loft 
to the world, by being introduced with no advantage. Hi 
had fo ftrong a propenfity to groveling, that his acquaintance 
were generally of fuch a caft as could be of no fervice to 
tiim; and thofe in higher life he addrefled by letters, 
having fufficient confidence or politenefs to converfe familiarly 
with them ; a freedom to which he was intitled by the pow« 
of his genius. His genius was not confined to poetry only $ 
he had a tafte for painting, mulic, and heraldry, with t] 
latter of which he was well acquainted. Many of his 
are in .the Gent. Mag. figned Y. and Alcens. In 1743 he 
publilhed his "Albion's Triumph," an ode on the battle 
of Dettingcn; and in or about 1745 wr °te *n admirable 
poem called " The Deity," whteh Mr. Pope declared, on its 
publication, contained many lines of which he fhotfld not be 
aihamjed. It was alfo commended by the late Henry Field- 
ing, who gave a quotation from it, (fee Tom Jones, B. vu» 
C. 1.) and at the fame time very juftty ftyled it. a noble, one* 

This 
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Then, envy, mighty Arlington, thy life 
That feels no tempeft, and that knows no ftrife. 
Whence every jarring found is banifh'd far, 
The reiUefs vulgar, and the noify bar j 
But heavenly Peace that fhuns the courtier~traiii» 
And Innocence, and confcious Virtue, reign. 
Here when Aurora brings the purple day, 
And opening buds their tender leaves difpiayi 
While the fair vales afford a fmiling view, 
And the fields glitter with the morning deWf 
l*o rattling wheel difturbs the peaceful ground. 
Or woundsthe ear with any jarring found ; 

. TThis unfortunate man, by addi&ing himfelf to low vicet^ 
among which were gluttony and extravagance, rendered him* 
-felf io contemptible and wretched, that he frequently was 
without the leaft fubfiftence for days together. After fquan- 
dering away in a dirty manner any money which he acquired, 
fte has been 'known to pawn all his apparel ; and in that (late 
was frequently confined to his bed, fitting up with his arms 

; through holes in a blanket, writing verfes in order to procure 
the means ofcxiftence. It ieems hardly credible, but it is ccr- 

, tainly true, that he was more than once in that deplorable 
actuation, and to the end of his life never derived any advan- 
tage from the esperience of his pad fufterings. A late col- 
lector of poems (Mr. Giles) fays, he was informed by Mr. 
Sandby the bookfeller, that this unhappy man at laft was 
ibund dead in his bed, with a pen in his hand, and in the 
f -aft of writing, in the fame manner as above defcribed. He 
<died in Shoe-Lane, in May, 1749, and was buried at the ex- 
pence of the parifli. See Gent. Mag. 1779, p. 32 f and 
<Cibbec's Lives of the Poets, vol. V. p. 160. N. 
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TV unwearied eye with ceafeiefs rapture ftrays, 

And dill variety of charms furveys *. 

Here watch the fearful -deer their tender fawns, 

Stray through the wood, or browze the verdant lawns t 

Here from the marmy glade the wild-duck fprings, 

And flowly moves tier wet incumbered wings : 

Around fofc Peace and Solitude appear, 

And golden Plenty crowns the fmiling year. 

Thv beauteous gardens charm the raviuYd. fight, 
And furfeit every fenfe with foft delight } 
Whcre-e?er we turn our ft ill tranf ported eyts> 
New fcencs of Art with Nature jom'4 arift ; 
We dwell indulgent on the lovely fcene, 
The lengthen'd villa or the carpet green ; 
A thou ("and graces blefs th' inchanted ground, 
VVnd throw promifcuous beauties all around. 

Within thy fair parterres appear to view 
A rjioufand flowers of various form and hue. * 

There fpotlefs lilies rear their fickly heads. 
And purple violets creep along the beds ; 
Here (hews the bright jonquil its gilded face, 
Join'd with the pale carnation's fairer grace j 
The painted tulip and the blufhing rofe 
A blooming wildernefs of fweets compofe. 

In fuch a fcene great Cupid wounded lay, 
To Love and Pfyche's charms a glorious prey; 
Here fejt the pleafing pain and thrilling fmart, 
And prov'd too well his own rcMlefs dart. 

* The hp.ufe and gardens were fituared at the North Eaft 
corner of the Green Park, where Arlington-ftreet ftands. N. 

High 



ARLINGTON QARDEN9. i6j 

High in the midft appears t riling ground, 
With greem and balluftrades inclos'd around : 
Here a new wonder Hops the wandering fight, 
A dome * whofe walls and roof tranfmit the light; 
Here foreign plants and trees exotic thrive, 
And in the cold unfriendly climate live ,* 
For when bleak Winter chills the rolling year, 
The guarded Grangers find their fafety here ; 
And, fenc'd from dorms and the inclement air, 
They fweetly flourifh ever green and fair ; 
Their lively buds they fhoot, and bloilbms fljow, 
And gaily bloom amidft furrounding fnow. 

But when the genial Spring all Nature chears, 
And Earth renew'd her verdant honours- wears ; 
The golden plants their wonted Ration leave, 
And in the milder air with freedom breathe : 
Their tender branches feel th* enlivening ray, 
-Unfold their leaves, and all their pomp difplay; 
Around their fragrant flowers the Zephyrs play, 
And waft the aromatic fecnts away. 

Not far from hence a lofty wood appears, 
That, fpite of age, its verdant honours wears, 
Here widely fprcad does ample (hade difplay, 
Expel the fun, and form a doubtful day. 
Here thoughtful Solitude finds fpacious room, 
And reigns through all the wide-extended gloom; 
Beneath the friendly covert lovers toy, 
A~nd fpend the flying hours in amorous joy ; 

* The Green-houfe. 

M 3 Un- 
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Unmindful of approaching night they fport, 
While circling pleafures new attention court f 
Or through the Maze forgetfully they ftray,. 
Loft in the pleating fweetly-winding way x 
Or, ftretch'd at cafe upon the flowery grafsy. 
In tales of love the ftarry night they pafs j 
While the foft nightingale through all the grove* 
His fong repeats, and Tooths hi* tender loves ; 
Whofe drains harmonious and the filent night 
Increafe the joy, and give compleat delight. 

A curious terrace flops the wandering eye,. 
Where lovely jafmines fragrant (hade fupply t 
Whofe tender branches, in their pride array'd^ 
Invite the wanderer to the grateful (hade : 
From hence afar a various profpect lies, 
Where artlefs Nature courts the ravifh'd eyes : 
The fight at once a thoufand charms furveys,. 
And, pleas'd, o'er villages and fbrefts ft rays : 
Here harvefts grow, and lawns appear, and woods* 
And gently rifmg hills, — and diftant floods. 
Here, Arlington, thy mighty mind difdains 
Inferior earth, and breaks its fervile chains, 
Aloft on Contemplation's wings you rife, 
Scorn all below, and mingle with the fkies ; 
Where, rais'd by great Philofophy, you foar, 
And worlds remote in boundlefs fpace explore ; 
There from your height divine with pity view 
The various cares that bufy men purfue $ 
Where each by different ways afpires to gain; 
Uncertain happinefs with certain pain? 

Whil 
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While you, well pleas'd,. th' exalted raptures know, 
That do from confcious truth and virtue flow * 
And, Veiling all, by all around you bleft, 
You take the earned of eternal reft. 

You, who have left the public cares of flare, 
Another Scipio- in retirement great, 
Have changed your royal matter's * gentle (mU.es f 
for folitude divine, and rural toils ; 
In vain the call of Glory founds to arms ; 
In vain Ambition fhcws her painted charms ; 
While in- the happy walk, or f acred fhade, 
No anxious cares thy foul ferene invade; 
Where all the heavenly train thy fteps attend, 
Sooth eveuy thought, from every ill defend : 
Such was the lot th' immortal Roman chofe j. 
Great in his triumphs, greater in repofe r 

Thus bleft with fmiling Heaven's indulgent flore> 
Canil thou in wiihes la vim afk for more ? < 
Yet more they give — thy good old age to bid's, 
And* fill the fura of mortal happinefs : 
Thy only daughter, Britain's boafted grace, 
Join'd with a hero of the royal race f ; 
And that fair fabrick which our wondering eyes 
So lately faw from humble ruins rift, 

* The earl had been locd chamberlain to K. Clurles the 
Second, who made him a baron in 1661, and an earl iu.i6~z. 
He died in 1685. N. 

t Henry Fitzroy the firft duke of Grafton nrarricd' Uiy 
Ifabella, the earl of Arlington's only child and heir. N. 
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And mock the rage of the devouring tame ! 
A nobler ftru£ture, and a fairer frame ! 
Whofe beauties long (hall charm fuccecdmg dayv 
And tell pofterity the founded praifew 

When from divine Olympus* towering height, 
All-beauteous Venus faw the pleafing fight, 
In dimpled f miles and looks inchanting dreft. 
Thus powerful Jove the charming queen addreft r- 
" Behold the lovely feat, and let thy care 
" Indulgent hlcfs th* united happy pair ; 
41 Here long their place their happy race aflign, 
" By Virtue flill diftinguiuVd may they thine; 
" In the requeft immortal Pallas joins, 
" (Long has the patriot ofFer'd at her fhrines) 
41 With love of arts his God-like bofom glows, 
41 And treads thofe paths by which the Goddefs cofe.*' 

The aweful father gave the gracious (ign, 
And fix'd the fortunes of the glorious line. 

TO THE NIGHTINGALE 

COMING IN THE SPRING ; TO INYITE CHtd 
FROM THE TUMULTS OF THE TOWN TO- TH& 
INNOCENT RETREAT IN THE COUNTRY. 
WRITTEN BY A PERSON O-F QUALITY, l68o* 

T ITTLE fongfter, who doft bring 
"^ Joy and mufic to the Spring, 
Welcome to our grateful fwains, 
And the nymphs that grace the plains. 
How the youths thy abfence mourn ! 
What their joy at thy return ! 

Fch 



For their mirth arid f ports are done 
All the year that thou are gone t 
But at thy approach their joys 
Take new date from thy dear voices 
Every fhepherd choofes then 
Some fair nymph for Valentine, 
While the maid with equal lov* 
Does the happy choice approve r 
Underneath fome made he 6ts, 
Where foft filence Love begets 5 
And in artlefs iighs he bears 
Untaught paflien to her ears. 
No deceit is in his tongue, 
Nor fhe fears, nor fuffers wrongs 
But each other'* faith believe, 
And each hour their loves revives 

Often have I wifh'd to be, 
Happy Damon, bled a* thee $ 
Not that I for Sylvia pine, 
Sylvia, who is only thine \ 
But that Chloe cannot be 
Kind, as Sylvia is to thee. 

Thou, dear bird, whofe voice may fini 
Charms perhaps to make her kind, 
Bear a racflage to her breaft, 
And make me happy as the red. 
In the place* where tumult dwells, 
Treafons lurk, ambition fwells, 

♦ London, 1b the Plot-time* 
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Pride erects her monftrous head, 

And Perjury fwears the guiltlefs dead, 

Power oppre(Tes r Envy pines, 

Friends bctpay, and Fraud defigns* 

Fears and Jealbufy furprize 

Reft and (lumber from our eyes r 
• And where Vice all ill contains, 

And in gloomy glory reigns ; 

Where the loyal, brave and juft, 

Are vi&ims to fan a tic lull, 

Where the noble Stafford's blood 

Calls from Heaven revenge aloud,. 

In this place there lives a maid, 

Bright as Natjure ever made, 

Fair beyond dull beauty's name 

Can exprefs her lovely frame. 

In her charming eyes refide 

Love, Difdain, Defire, and Pride. 

Such, we know not which to call,. 

But has the excellence of all. 

The firft bluflies of the day 

Or the new-blown rofe in May,. 

Or the atch Sidonian dye 

Wrought for Eaftern majefty* 

Is not gayer than the red 

Nature on her cheeks has fpread. 

Her foft lips ftilt feed new wifhes 

Of a thoufand fancy'd kiffes. 

Gently fwelling, plump and round, 
I^With young Smiles and Graces crown'd; 
7 
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Her round breads are whiter far 

Than the backs of ermins are, 

Or the wanton breail of Jove, 

When a {wan for Leda's love. 

JSyes that charm whene'er they dart, 

And never mifs the deftin'd heart. 

Would'ft thou have me tell thee more,. 

And defcribe her. beauties o'er; 

I perhaps might make a. rape 

On my Idea's naked (hape : 

Therefore fly, yout'U quickly fee 

By this picture which i*(he. 

Tell her, the loud winds are dumb,. 

Winter *s paft» and Spring is come, 

The delightful Spring ! that rains 

Sweets and plenty o'er the. plains, 

And with (hady garlands crown'd 

All the woods and groves around. 

If (he fee the winged quire 
Chufe this feafon to retire 
To the (belter of the grove,. 
Tis by inftin& (fay) of Love. 

If (he fee the herds and. flocks 
Wanton round the meads and rocks, 
Thus their wifliing males, to move, 
Tis the inftin& (fay) of Love- 

If (he fee the bull among 
Crowds of females (leek and young, 
Fight his rival of the drove, 
Tis by inftinft (fay) of Love. 

l£ 
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If (he fee the Weomkig votes. 
In their feafon, fokt their twines • 
Round the oak thft near her grows, 
Say, 'tis Nature- mii'd (heir bought * 
Then, if wftinft ttfefc do movev 
We by reafon ought te» love. 

Tell the fair-dneV eve*y d«? 
Touth and beauty fteat away, 
And within a lktfc fpafcd' 
Will deftroy her charmfag face* 
Every grace and frmie, that lies 
Languifhing in lip* and eyes,- 
Firft he '11 make hte prey, aad then. 
Leave to Death what does remain : 
Who old Time does only fend 
To begin what he muft end, 
If (he aft. what hour and place, 
Where and when, Time wounds the factf > 
Say, it is not in the night, 
Nor when day renews her light, « 
In the morning, or at noori, 
Or at evening when alone, 
Or when entertain'd at home, 
Or abroad this hour will come j 
But fwift Time is alwarys by, 
Firft to perfeft', then deftroy : 
And in vain you feek » cure 
Since his Wounds are every hour. 
Bid her view Auitrlia's'-brow, 
Naked of her glories now, 



T0-THE NfGHTINGAlB* i%| 
Yet (he once cpuid charm the throng, 
Conquering, with her eyes ao<d tongue* 
Now, only 's left this weak relief, 
{To fupport J*r fear* and grief) : 
When (he couk) flue us'd her priqae, 
And enjoy'd the touts of time a 
And where-e**r &« profeft 
Love or h*tc, five kill'd or bleft t 
While the neighbouring plains were fill'4 
With their nam** (he lov'd and kill'd. 

Oh, when youth and beauty 's paftp 
That poor pleafure that does lad 
Is to think they were admired, 
And by every youth defir'd, 
While the dotage of each fwain 
She rcturn'd with (corn again. 

Oh, then let my Chloe know, 
When her youth is faded fo, 
And a race of nymphs appears, 
■Gay and fprightly in their years, 
Proud and wanton in their 4oves, 
While the (hepherds of the groves 
Strive with presents who (hall (hare 
Mod the favours of the fair ; 
And herfdf (he does behold 
Like Aurelia now grown old, 
Sighing to herfelf (he '11 fay, 
I was once ador'd, as they ! 
Yet with pleafure think, that (he 
Lov'd and .was belov'd by me. 

6 Therefore 
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Therefore bid her hafte and prove, 
While flie may, the joys of Lore. 
I will lead her to a foil < ■ 

Where perpetual Summers fmile, 
Without Autumn, which bereaves 
Taireft cedars of Aeir leaves j 
Where (he fhall behold the meads 
£ver green, the groves with (hades ? 
Lading flowers the banks (hall wear, 
And birds (hall warble all the year* 
Where the ruftic fwain does owe 
Nothing to the fpade and plow ; 
•For their harveft, Nature's care, 
Without toil relieves them there, 
And no differing feafons bring 
Changes' to the conftant Spring. 
In the morn (he (hall awake 
With the noffe the (hepherds make, 
Chearing, with the echoing founds 
Of their horns, the eager hounds. 
"Nymphs, as well as (hepherds too, 
In thefe groves the chace purfue. 
While at their backs their flowing hair 
Loofely wantons in the air $ 
^Gilded quivers on their thighs, 
With darts lefs fatal than tlieir eyes* 
Each the other's {loth does blame, 
While they fcek the hart for game 5 
Who, poor fool, his feet employs, 
And through woods and dales he flies, 
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Over plains and rivers bounds, 
And out-flics the winds and hounds. 
When perhaps fome nymph, whofe eyes 
Makes both men and bead her prize, 
-Swifter than Camilla's pace 
Soon o'er-takes the winged race, 
And with one bright glance (he wounds, 
.And his faney'd. hope confounds} 
Who, reflecting his faint eyes 
'On her face, with pleafure dies. 

When the fports are done, they reft 
Underneath fome made, and feaft 
On Tweet beds of Violets, crown'd 
With fweet.rofes on the. ground. 
Where they garlands weave, and pofes 
Of green myrtle, pinks, and rofes : 
For which grace die ravtth'd fwains 
"Pay foft kiffesibr their pains. 
Thus they dally till the light 
<FaHs behind, the-fcene of night. 

SONG. 

I. 

j/^ Otell Amyata, gentle fwain, 
^*-I would not die, nor dare, complain i 
Thy tuneful voice with numbers join, 
Thy words will more prevail than mine. 
To fouk opprtfsM and dumb with grief, 
'The Gods ordain this kind relief j 

Th«$ 
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That mufic fhould in fcundsxoorey,, . 
"What dying lovers, date not Uy» 

II. 
A (igh or tear perhapt (be 11 give, 
But Love on Pity cannot live. 
Tell her that hearts for hem* were made, 
And Lovt with Lore » only paid. 
Tell her my pains fo raft encreafe, 
That foon they will be paft redrefsr 
But ah! the wretch that fpeechlcfs lie*, 
Attends but' Death to clofe his eyes. 

ON THE KING'S HOUSE, 

BUILDING AT WINCHESTE R*. 

A S foon as mild Auguftus could afluage 
**^" A bloody civil war's licentious rage, 
He made the blefling that he gave increafe, 
By teaching Rome the fofterarts of peace. 

* On or near the fcite of King Arthur's Caftle, king 
Charles II. in 1683 laid the foundation of a magnificent royfl 
palace, only the (hell of which -was finifhed. A cupola was 
defigncd 30 feet higher than the roof, which would have 
been feen at fea.; and -a ftrcet was intended leading from the 
Weft end of the cathedral to the centre of the front. The 
length of the whole is 328 feet. A park was alfo projected 
ten miles in circumference ; but the death of the king pre- 
vented the progrefs and execution of this nbMe plan. The 
palace is at preient converted into a commodious prifcn for 
French prifoners of war. See Warton's Defcription of Win- 
chefter, p. 11. N. 

The 
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The facred temples, wanting due repair. 
Had firft their wounds heaTd w)th a pious care,; 
Nor ceas'd his labour till proud Rome outvy'd 
In glory sfll the fubjeift world befidc. 
Thus Charles, in peace returning to our ifle, 
With building did his regal cares beguile, 
London, almoft confum'd but to a name, 
He refcucs from the fierce devouring flame j 
Its hoftile rage the burning town enjoy 'd, 
For he'rciWd as fa ft as that deftroy'd : 
'Twas quickly burnt, and quickly built again, 
The double wonder of his halcyon reign. 
Of Windfor caftle (his beloVcl retreat 
From this Vaft city troublefdttiely great) 
'Twas Denham only with fuccefs could write, 
The nation's glory, and the king's delight. 
Dn Wyichefter my Mufe her fpng beftows, 
She that fmall tribute to her country owes. 
To Winchefter let Charles be ever kind, 
The youngfcft labour of his fertile mind. 
Here ancient kings the Britifh fecptre fway'cl, 
And all kings fmce have always been obcy'd. 
Rebellion here could ne'er ere£t a throne, 
For Charles that blefllng was referv'd alone. 
Let not the fiately fabric you decree, 
An immature, abortive palace be, 
Rut may it grow the miftrefs of your heart, 
And <the full heir of Wren's ftupendous ait ! 
Tlic happy fpot on which its fovcrcign dwells, 
With a juft pride above the city fwells, 
Vol. II. N tVux 
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That like a loyal fubjecl: chofe to lie 

Beneath his feet with humble modeftyj 

Faft by a reverend church extends its wings, 

And pays due homage to the heft of kings. 

Nature, like Law, a monarch will create, 

He 's fituated head of Church and State. 

The graceful Temple that delights his eye 

( Luxurious toil of former piety) 

Has vanquifiVd envious Time's devouring rage. 

And, like Religion, ftronger grows by age : 

It (terns the torrent of the flowing years, 

Yet gay as youth the facred pile appears. 

Of its great rife we no records have known, 

It has out-liv'd ail memory but its own *. 

The monumental marbles us allure, 

It gave the Panifli monarchs fepulture. 

Here Death himfclf inthrones the crowned head, 

For every tomb *s a palace to the dead. 

But now my Mufe, nay rather all the nine, 

In a full chorus of applaufes join 

Of your great Wykeham ! 

Wykeham, whofe name can mighty thoughts infufc, 

But nought can eafe the travail of my Mufe} 

* About the year 1079, bifhop Walkelyne began the pre- 
sent edifice, on the fcite of an older ; and finiihed the tower, 
the choir, the tranfept, and probably the Weft end. The 
whole was nobly improved by William of Wykeham (the 
munificent founder of New College, Oxford) in. 1394 ; and by 
biihop Fox, the pious founder of Corpus ChriXti College ia 
Oxford, who was bifhop of Wir.cheHcr from. 15c* to 1518. 
See Warron, p. 69, St fco^. N. 

Prefi'd 
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Prefs'd with her load, her feeble ftrength decays, 

And flie 's dclivcr'd of abortive praife. 

Here he for youth ere&s a nurfery, 

The great coheirefs of his piety * ; [trace, 

Where they through various tongues coy knowledge 

Trtiis is the barrier of thefr learned race, 

From which they dart, and all along the way 

They to their God and for their fovereign pray, 

And from their infancies are Taught t' obey. 

Oh ! may they never vex the quiet nation, 

And turn apoftates to their education ! 

When with thefe objects Charles has till'd his fight, 

Still frem provoke his feeing appetite. 

A healthy country opening to his view, 

The chearful pleafures of his eyes renew. 

On neighbouring plains the courfers, wing'd with fpee4# 

Contend for plate, the glorious vi&or'f meed. 

Over the courfe they rather fly than run, 

In a wide circle like the radiant fun. 

Then frejh delights they for their prince prepare, 

And hawks (the fwift-wing'd courfers of the air) 

The trembling bird with fatal hade purfue, 

And feize the quarry in their matter's view. 

Till, like my Mufe, nr'd with the game they 've fotnd, 

They (loop for eafe, and pitch upon the ground. 

* The firft ftone was laid March 16, 1 387, near a fcfrooi 
in which Wykeham, when a boy, was educated ; and the 
building was completed March 2$, 1393. By the firft char- 
ter a warden and 70 fcholars were eftablifhed ; by a fecond, 10 
ieliows and the officers of the choir. See Wartoi>, p. 68. N. 

N * ON 
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ON THE DEATH OF MELANTH. 

• ^/TTEEP, all ye virgins, weep o'er this'fad hearfi 
* And you great godclefs of iirimorUlvetft*, 
Come here a whife and mourn : 
Weave not with rofy crowns your haU, 
Let" tears be-all the genvs* you wear, 
And died them, plentifully 1 on this urn. 
•For 'tis Melantha, 'tis that Jovely fair, 
That lies beneath this we«ping marble liere. 

• But would you -know,, whyAe/httf took her fiigjb 
tfnto the bofom of eternal night, « . f .,/ 
Before her beauties fcarce ftaxlfhewtt>ih«ir light* 

• ; 'ffnifk, 'and lament her 4 , fate t 

. As the young God of $xwe one day 
■ Sat on a- rock, at pity, . • 
And wantonly let fly his datt9 
Among f he nymphs and'fbcfiherds/ hearts* . . 
'Melantha- hyunhappy chance come" by. 
Love jetting cry'd, I'll make her. prove . 
The godhead, "ihe contemned, of Love. 
-In fcorn fee bade him ftrike, «ard did his {bait defy. 
While the boy flaghtly threw a dart » :' 

To wound, but not.deftroy, her heart. 
But greedy 'Death, fond- of this' beauteous prey,' 
Caught the fwiFt arrow as it flew, 
And added to 't his own ftrength too, 
■Which made fo deep a wound, that, as flie lay, 
sin- filent fighs flic breath'd her foul away. 

33 
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Then all the little go$l$ bf^an to weeo, 

Oh, let your, fighs witfi thejrs clue meafure lc$ep : . 

For fair Melantha (he i* d&<l 9 
Her beauteous foulto I^eajth's dark empire 's fled.*. 
Flora, the bounteous go.d^pfcof the plains,; 
Who in, frefh groves and (vKeeteft meadows reigns, „ 
Hearing the fair Melantha.^ieajfll,. 

Brought all her odorous wealth*, to fpread . 

Over, the grave where fiie. was laid. 
Then ftraight the infant;ff>ring,began to fade, , • 

And all the fields where- (he, did keep. 

And fold her bleating flocks of fheep, 
Their influence loft; with her fair eyes decay 'd \ ■. 
For fair Melamha,.by whofe cruel pride 
So many faddefpairing fwains had dy'd, . 

Felt love at laft j but death fhc rather chofe 

Than own die lov'd,. or the hid flame difclofe.. 

Speak, Mules, for ye hold immortal ft ate 
With gods, and know the myftcries of Fatej 
You all, whatever Ypaft or prefent, fee,. 
And read th' unwritten pages o'er 
Of'- Time's' great chronicle, before 
Events, and Time, had writ what Fate refolv'd mould b6* 
Tell me, what Beauty is, whofe force control? 
fteafon and power, and over mankind rules : 
Kings (loop to Beauty, and the crowns they wear* 
*Shlnc not with fo much lufVrc as the Fair, 
SBeatrty a larger empire does command 
Hun the great monarch of the Teas and land... 

.N- 3 . She 
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She can the colde'ft anchorites inflame, 

Cool tyrants' rage, and ftroke their paflions tame* 

She can call youth to her forfaken feat 

In wither'd veins, and give new life and heat. 

She can fubdue the fierce, «thc proud, and ftrong, 

Give courage to the weak, the fearful, and the young. 

Beauty, the only deity we know, 

With fear and awe we to her altars go, 

And there our pureft zeaf of prayers and vows beftow. 

Sure then it only feems to die, 

And, when it leaves us, mounts above 

To the eternal roof of Jove, 
To be a cbnftellation, and inrich the fky. 

But, mould I fcarch the fpangled fphere 

For metamorphos'd beauty there, 

Nothing of Helen now is feen, 

Nor the fair Egyptian queen ; 
Or thou, whofe-eyes were conftellations here t 
Oh then thy fate we can't enough deplore, 
With thee thy beauty dy'd, and 'tis no more. 
Then let us give Melantha's fate ks due | 
Strew cyprefs on her hearfe, and wreaths of yew> 
For fair Melantha, poor Melantha 's dead, 
Her fighing foul to Death's eternal empire 's fled. 
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-THE COURT-PROSPECT. 
BY MR. CHARLES HOPKINS*. 

TO THE DUTCHESS OF ORMOND, 1699. 

TiT ADAM, that your Grace has been pleafed to* 
-*• * A fpeak favourably of what I have already writ, 

is 
* Son of Ezekiel bilhop of Londonderry (Who married the 
lady Araminta one of the 4 daughters of John lord Robartes 
ef Truro afterwards earl of Radnor)* He was born at Exeter $ 
but, his father being taken chaplain to Ireland by lord Ro- 
bartes when lord lieutenant in 1669, our poet received the 
early part of his education at Trinity College, Dublin j and 
afterwards was a (tudeut at Cambridge. On the rebellion in 
Ireland in 1688, he returned thirher, and exerted his early, 
valour in the caufe of his country, religion, and liberty. 
When public tranquillity was reftored, he came again into 
England, and fell into an acquaintance with gentlemen of the 
beft wit, whofe age and genius were moft agreeable to his 
own. In 1694 he publifhed fome " Epulolary Poems and 
M Tranflations," which will all be inferted in this volume j 
and in 1695 he (hewed his genius as a dramatic writer by 
* Pyrrhus king of Egypt," a tragedy, to which Mr. Con- 
gieve wrote the prologue (fee Englifh Poets, vol. XXIX. 
p. 84). He publifhed that year u The Hiftory of Love," a 
connexion of feleel fables from Ovid's Mctamorphofes, 1695 ; 
which, by the fweetnefs of his numbers and ealinefs of his 
thoughts, procured him co n fid er able reputation. With Mr. 
Dryden in particular he became a great favourite. He after- 
wards publifhed the " Art of Love," which, Jacob fays, 
" added to his fame, and happily brought him acquainted 
u with the earl of Dorfet and other perfons of diftjnetionj 
• N 4 • ' «' Wni 
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is encouragement fufficient for a- podt to boafl: of t» : the 
world, and to embolden him to dedicate to your Grace; 

But 

u who were fond of his company, through the agreeabl'enefi 
4t of his temper and the pleafantry of his coriverfatiom It- 
" was in his power to have made his fortune in any fcene 
" of life ; but he was always more ready to ferve others than. 
" mindful of his own affairs ; and, by the execfles of hard 
" drinking, and a too pafiionate fondnefs for the fair fex, he 
" died a martyr to the caufe in the 36th year of his age." 
I (hall preferve in this collection an admirable Hymn " writ- 
•' ten about an hour before his death, when in great pain." 
His " Court-Profpec"t," in which many of the principal no- 
bility are very handfomely complimented, is called 1 by Jacob 
*' am excellent piece ;" and of his other poems he adas, 
" that they are all remarkable for the purity of their diction, 
" and the harmony of their numbers." Mr. Hopkins was 
alio the author of two other tragedies ; " Boadicea Queen 
"of Britain," 16975 and " Friendfhip improved, or the 
41 Female Warrior," with a humorous prologue, comparing 
a poet to a merchant, a companion which will hold in molt 
particulars except that of accumulating wealth. Our author, 
who was at Londonderry when this tragedy came out, in- 
fcribed it to Edward Coke of Norfolk; efquire, in a dedica- 
tion, dated Nov. 1. 1699, fo modeft and pathetic that I am 
perfumed I (hall ftand excufed if I print it at full length : 

" The grcateft, and indeed almoft the only, advantage a 
poet reaps from what he writes, is the opportunities he meets 
with of making himfelf known to the beft and greateft men 
of his age* A play is fir it made public in the theatre ; and 
when it comes to the prefs, if any one has fpoken kindly and 
favourably of it in the reprefentation, the poet choofes him 

for 
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But I have more particular, both obligations and ex- ' 
cufes ; your illuftrious confort's family having been the ' 

couftant 

for his patron, he having before (according to the author's 
confirudion) chofen him for his poet. The diftancel am at 
from the city, and even from the kingdom- too, will keep me 
ignorant for fome time what fuccefsthis play (which I humbly 
offer to your patronage) may meet with. If the town is pleafcd- 
withi*, lib all be plcafed with rayfelf for pleating them : if they 
condema it, 1 /hall be apt to conclude (b many in the right,, 
rather than my (ingle felf. You faw it in manufcript ; and 
I have this early and aufpicious advantage, that you approve 
of it. Boadicea plcafed them ; and I received a very great 
additional fatisfa&ion, when I undcrflood how particularly it 
plcafed you. I will not go to compare that play and this 
together, nor follow the cuftom of reckoning - the laft per- 
formance beir, and (hewing the greateft fondnefs of the 
yoongeft brat. The rhyme was the only thing thar recom- 
mended that; and, for aught I know, the only thing too- 
that can recommend this. I could with for fomething diftin- 
fuiihing in it, becaufe it is facred to you, and I fhould de- 
fire to be known to you at advantage. If the pains in writ- 
ing will endear it to you, it coft me much more than the 
former. It has fome fort of defign befides (fuch as it is) \ 
fcit I was never very guilty of plotting. I can hardly keep 
the characters in my play from being as honeft and fin cere 
as I would be myfelf in a dedication. A vicious character 
difiurbs me while I draw it, and it grates me to delineate a 
villain. 'Tis certain no poet can excite any paffion in ano- 
ther, if he does not feel it firft in himfelf. . Who then will 
chooie to defcribe difcontent, envy, or revenge, when they 

may 
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cqnftant patrons of ours, which, now deprefs'd by the . r 
late wars, and the chief pillar of it fallen, muft depend 

for 

may have fuch fair fields as honour and virtue to range in ? 
All there is bright before them, and the flight the Mufe takes 
thence is heavenwards. Such characters, artfully and juftly 
drawn, will excite the good and great to be patrons; and 
fuch patrons as you, Sir, will foori teach poets to draw fuch 
characters. You are endowed with all the bleflingi of Nature 
and Fortune ; and you are as liberal of the girts of the latter' 
to others, as (he has been to you. So great is your eftate, it 
would be unwieldy to have it more ; and fuch good ufe is made 
of it, that Envy does not wifh it lefs. It is not confumed in 
vain and fuperfluous equipage ; but laid out in maintaining 
the old, open Englifh hofpitality. Defert in want is fup- 
plied ; and Honefty in diftrefs is fuccoured and fuflaincd ; 
great without titles, and good above greatnefs ; rich, rather 
to others than yourfelf ; and feeming only as your own {rew- 
ard. Your inclinations and endeavours are the general 
good of mankind ; and none ever went from you diflatisned ; 
delighted in obliging others, and pleafed to fee them plealed 
with your bounty. Wilhing the welfare of all men, and' 
fpeaking well of all men, is a fure way to meet with an oni- 
verfal return of good will and good wifhes. He doubly en- 
joys his fortune, who has it wilhed double by all that know him. 
Among the prayers of others, accept of the praifes of the 
poet ; humbly and heartily, though feebly, offered. I now 
begin to experience how much the mind may be influenced' 
by the body. My Mufe is confined, at prefent, to a weak 
and fickly tenement ; and the winter feafon will go near 
to over-bear her, together with her houlhold. There are 

ftortn! 
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for fupport on the firft founders •. Thus the thanks for 
paft favours are onry petitions for more ; as fome men 

pay 

ftorms aad tempefts to beat her- down, or frofts to bind her 
up and kill her ; and (he has no friend on her fide but youth. 
to bear her through ; if that can fuftain the attack, and 
hoW out till fpring comes to relieve me, one ufe 1 lhall 
make of farther life (halt be to (hew how much I am, Sir, 
your mod devoted humble fervant, Charles Hopkins." 

IBs feelings were prophetic r he died, I believe, in the 
eoorre of that winter. N* 

• The fate of this eminent (but unfortunate) prelate was 
extremely finguhr. He was born at Sandford in Pevonfhire % 
bocame choirifter of Magdalen College, Oxford, in 1649,. 
at the age of about 16-? was educated under Prelbyteriaa 
and Independent difcipline ; and about the time of the Re* 
Aeration became atiiftant to Dr. Spurilow of Hackney. He 
was afterwards elected preacher at one of the city churches 1 . 
but the bifhop of London refufed to admit him, as he was a 
popular preacher among the Fanatics. He then obtained St- 
Mary's church at Exeter, was countenanced by biihop Ward, 
and much admired for the comclinefs of his perfon and ele- 
gance of preaching. The lord Robartes in particular was fo 
pleafcd with him that he gave him one of his daughters in 
marriage, took him chaplain te Ireland in 1669, gave hint 
the deanry of Raphoe, and 1 recommended him fo effectually 
to his fucceffor lord Berkeley, that he was confecrated bifhop 
of Raphoe October 27, 1671, and tranflated to Londonderry 
in 1 68 1. Driven thence by the forces under the pari of 
Tyrconncl in 1688, he retired into England, and was elected 
minifter of Aldermanbury in September 1689, where he died. 



pay off* old debts in hopes to run decree in f<?r new. T 
dare; not hope the enfuing eifay can inept your Grace's 
approbation; let it (if poffible) pleafe others; if it 
meets with your pardon, it will abundantly fatisfy the 
ambition of your Grace's 'moil devoted, moft humble 
fepvant, Charles Hopkiw-s* 

TO THE READER. 

S O ME writers perhaps may cxpeft the thanks and 
"favour of the nobility, after attempting their praife ; 
but I ?.m rather afraid of having incurred their di£»- 
pleafure ; they whom I have mentioned, I doubt, may . 
with more tfafon find fault with me, tfaan they whom I 
have omitted j lor it is better not to be drawn ai all,-> 
than to be drawn imperfectly and lamely. The poet,, 
however, has the fame enoufe with the painter ; that arr 
cannot equal nature; nor the pencil, nor the pen, pre— 
fent a copy that comes up to her original. The bufinefr 
of a poet is to pleafe; and he is very unhappy who gives 
offence where he defigns acknowledgments or refpedts.- 
The whole body of the nobility of England would be 
a boundlefs 'fubjeel; painters own they find it more 
'difficult to give a true and lively air and poflure to a 
•picture; to place the legs, and duly proportion all the 
3>arts, than to draw the face, and take the likenefs : bur 
this piece was only intended for an half-length, and that 
too is only a rough draught, and in miniature. Though 
the following lines may want an excufe with the cri- 
men the 19th of June 1690. He published expositions on. the 
Lord's Prayer and Ten Commandments^ and five (ingle 
^Sermons. N. 

x .ticks, 
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ticks, I will not defpair of pardon from the nobles to 
whom it was defined j and *if I have failed in defcribmg 
their greatnefs, i 'have at the fame time .given them 
opportunity of ihewing their goodness* 
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A ROVE that bridge, which lofty turrtts crow** 

Joining tvro cities, of itftflf a town; 

As far as fair lUgufta's buikHttgsrcach, 

Bent, like atoow^long a peaceful toeach $ 

•Her igiltfetffpr/esHhc royal pakee«fc** f - 

Towering to olttuds^artd'nVd ih^©od9»betew. 

The filve^HPteraies w*fhcs her fccred fides, 
''And pays hor prince lier tributary* tides. 
*' Thither all nations of the earth refort, 
4^ot only 'England's now, but 'KvHtyt't wart. 

BlefiAHri the* warriors which its -walls 'contain; 

•Blefs'diittShVin William's refklertce and reign j 

Where, rn his royal robes and regal 'flace* 

Jle meditates, and dictates Europe** : fate ; 

His heroes- and Ms nobles landing round, 

Better by them than his gold circle erbwn'd. 

O ! ceukWI'reprefent that glorious (how j 

You, whofe: great : deeds form potfts-,'tell me how. 

But left rayMufe (which much I fear)/fhould faint, 

What Dryden -will not write, let Dauly * paint. • 
Hade then, and fpread abrtwd thy canvafs (heets, 

'Wide as the full-blown fails that wing our fleets. v 

* tvrom the manner in which this painter is mentioned, 
J fce appears to have been a perfon of eminence in his profef- 
tfion. His name, however, occurs neither in Mr. Walpole's 
• **lnahle work, nor in Mr. Pilkington's. N. 

PtYNL 
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Paint William firft on an imperial throne, . 

Large (hare of earth and all the feas his own $ 

O'er land and ocean let his rcakn extend, 

And y like his fame, his empire never end. 

Give him that look, which monarchs ought to have, 

Qire him that awful look, which nature gave. 

Mix majefty with mildnefc, while he (hows 

Dear to his friends, and dreadful to his foes. 

Seat him furtcmnded by his British peers, 

And make them feem his ftrength, as he is theirs. 

No pott here dares (ing the noble tribe, 

Which you can better draw, than he defcribe. 

You can plant each in his peculiar place, i 

Give each the nobleft features in his face, < 

Each has his charms, and all fome certain grace. J 

Let England's Chancellor * the foremoft (land, 
That is his due, whofe laws fupport the land< 
Who governs, influenced by his fovereign lord, 
And holds the balance, «s the king the fword. 

Give the good Shrewfbury the fecond feat, 
In truft, m fccrccy, and council, great. 

Great as the bed will the great Ormond fees, 
But in the field tliou muft delineate him j 
Born with aufpicious ftar* and happy fate, 
But more in merit, than in fortune, great. 
On higher things he bedtis his nobler aim, 
And in fierce wars has fought and purchased fame. 
Here could my grateful willing Mufe have fung 
Sweet as Cham flows, when firft her harp was fining,; 
• The great lord S«ners. N. 
7 Here, 
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Here, Somerfet, (houid (he thy praife proclaim, 

And givethce, what thou giv'ft our Cambridge # ,Fame. 

Let youthful Grafton'therc his ftation find, 
Grown man in body now, but more in mind. 
His looks^are in the mother's beauty dreft, 
And all the father has informed his breaft. 
Why wilt' thou then to diftant fliores convey 
Our hopes in thee? Why truft the faithlefs fea ? 
Why view the changing climates of the earth, 
And blefs all realms but that which gave thee birth! 
Tlijr country, lovely youth, thy (lay demands, 
And fears to venture thee in foreign lands ; 
All thou haft feen, and all thou goeft to fee, 
Will not improve, but be improv'd in thee. 

Atnanly beauty is in Dev'nraire feen, 
And true nobility in Dorfet*s mien. 
But here, great artift, is thy ikill confin'd, 
Thou cAnit not paint his nobler Mufe and mind. 
No pen the praife he merits can indite ; 
Himfelf, to rcprefent himfelf, muft write. 

Next let young Burlington receive his place/ 
AdornM with every beauty, every grace. 
Happy in fortune, perfon, and in parts, 
Himfelf, not wanting them, promoting arts. 
* With him let Kingfton be for ever join'd, 
Alike in quality, alike in mind : 
For court, or camp, for love, or glory fit, 
Poflefiing both, both patronizing wit. 

• The duke of Somerfet was chancellor of Cambridge. N. 

Hither 
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Hitherlet Montague the trcafures bring, 
. .Which, while he offers, let his JVMc.s fing. 
The patron of the ceft (o ju(lly£cowo, 
"Who TervVLfo>.\vella nation with his own; 
Who, feared* on the facred mountain'^.brow, 
Infpircs and xheriflies the train below. 

Draw Ruflel yonder, ordcrM to maintain 
The power and .honqur of the Britifh main. 
Wrap him in curling fraoak and, circling flames, 
Ygzt uncontern'd as on his foverejgn's Thames; 
While his loud cannon thunders through the deep* 
Makes feas .attention give, and filence keep. 
Then, as he.coafts.the Mauritanian ihores, 
Paint pale the faces of th' aftonifli'd Moors. 
Whence England. gives furroundiog nations law* 
And from the centre keeps the world in awe. 

No more let Poets name inconftant feas, 
For Neptune knows his fovercjgn, and obeys. 
Fled from that fatal :6eld, the watery plain, 
No foe dares venture there, our force again. 
Fierce Galiia challenges to Belgian fields, 
But flill her chofen plain fmall harveft yields. 

The warlike Cutts the welcome tidings brings, 
The true brave fervant of the heft of kings ; 
Cutts, whofe known worth no herald need proclaim, 
His wounds and his own verfe can fpeak his fame. 

The dreadful news moves William with delight, 
Gladly he hears, and gladly haftcs to fight, 
leaving his faithful fubftitutes behind, 
tfe_tr ufts himfelf to his own feas and wind. 

The 
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The royal fleet a thoufand heroes grace, 
And Mars in triumph rides o'er Neptune's face* 
Now out of fight of land they plough the main, 
And in forae rolling tides make land again ; 
Kow fight of hoftile tents their valour warms, 
And each encourages his mate to arms; 
Fancy can fcarce fo fwift and eager run, 
Their lines are drawn, and the camp-work is done, 
Che word is given, and battle is begun. 
■.. They who have feen an ocean la(h its lhore, 
When billows tumble, and begin to roar, 
When from all quarters clouds and tempefts fly, 
And from def pairing failors hide the iky ; 
Such as have feen thofe elements at war, 
May gu.efs what well-difputed battles are. 

DESCRIPTION OF A BATTLE. 

Hark ! 'tis at hand, drums beat, and trumpets found, -* 
The horfemen mount, the mounted horfes bound ; > 
The foldiers leap tranfported from the ground. J 

When fuch harmonious founds invite to arms, 
'Tis fure that valiant men feel fecret charms. 
Such' William's is, when from his foaming horfe 
He views the fee, rejoicing at their force. 
Never fo full of fpirit and delight, 
Never fo plcas'd, as when prepar'd to fight. 
Paint him then yonder fpurring from afar, 
Giving the charge, guiding the raging war. 
Paint to the field party on party feat 5 
Himfelf not waiting for the vaft event. 

Vol, II. O Now 
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*Now mingled in the war engage the whole, 
And of his martial trodps make him the foul. 

Now from all parts death and destruction fly, ^ 
The cries of grappling fquadrons rend the flcy, f 

Mars rages, and the rolling war runs high. » J 

Here horfes rear at horfes, cheft to chert, 
There dcfperate men encounter bread to breafr. 
Here, trampled under foot, fall'n foldiers groan, * 
For help they call, but with unpitied moan, > 

For every one now minds himfelf alone. J 

The cannons roar, and flaming balls Hy round, 
Men fall, and die, and hardly feel the wound. 
Stones from the -ground that nourifh'd them are toft, 
And all the fauYron of the field is loft. 
Mortars fhoot flaming meteors through the *ir, 
And fuch- as have not feen them fly would fear 
The (Vara diflblv'd, and the laft judgement near. 
Death through the broken battle makes a lane, 
And horror and confufion fill the plain. 
Horfes in troops without their riders run, 
Wild as were thofe of old that drew the fun : 
Madly they drag their reins, and champ their bit, 
And bear down all before them whom they meet j 
Sol's offspring, and their matter's fate, the fame, 
All loft, like him, in thunder, fmoak, and flame* 

As feamen fear, yet ftruggle with a florin, 
The foldiers ftart at what thcmfelves perform. 
Paint then a fear in every face, and make 
Ev'n William fear;— but fear for Ormond's fake * 
Ormond, who fpurr'd amid ft the thundering war, 
But, to his fovereign's ibrrow, fpurr'd tooiar. 

Dif. 
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inted, make him ev'n in falling great, 
led, half dying, yet defpifing fate. 
William view him with exeefs of grief, 
ive, but ftrire invtin, to fend relief* 
aven infpires his very foes to fave 
is Arangely fortunate as brave, 
or dot life may to more praife afprre, 
F the day had been their own intirc. 
d of cheir prize, more furious than before, 
beta prefs on ; make Englifli fury more, 
hatter'd fquadrons rally on the plain ; 
ake enrag'd battalions charge again. 

make horfes beat the fuffericg ground, 
fs with reftlefs hoofs the duft around. 

their riders couch their ready lance, 
urring them to warmth and foam advance ; 
which your pencil need not owe to chance. 
beets of flame from {moaking culverins fry, 
ouds of mounting fmoak obfcure the lky» 
raw beneath the dying and the dead , 
:luges of blood in battle fhed, 
ring Flanders in her waters (bead, 
iw let clouds like feeble curtains fally 
ing thofe that live, and biding ail. 
e black veil of night about the flam, 
ig the purple horror of the plain, 
iw with folid darknefs flint the feme, 
empefts make the ikies ferene and clear, 
nder ferves to purify the air, 
i as funlhine, dorms on calms attend, 
5 War's neceflary certain end, 

O Z D E- 
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DESCRIPTION OP THE GODDESS OF PEACE 
AND HER. PALACE. 

Pardon the Mufe, if here (he cannot hold ; 
The fight of her own goddefs makes her bold. 
She comes — o'er fields of (landing corn (he walks, 
Not crufh'd-the tender ears, nor bent the (lalks; 
Her march attended with a numerous train, 
Yet with fuch difcipline that none complain, 
Grafs fprings where-e'er (lie goes; the flowery mead 
Receives new flowers where (he vouchfafes to tread. 
Her blooming beauties teeming earth difplays, 
The lover's myrtle, and the poet's bays, 
From every touch of her. a perfume flows, 
The lovely hyacinth, the biuftiing rofe, 
And spreading jeifamine fre(h fwcets difclofe. 
Thick palaces, as (he approaches, rife, 
And royal piles amaze beholders' eyes : 
Built on a fudden, they the fight confound, 
And feem to : flart as from enchanted ground. 
None this or that can her apartment call, 
For (he promifcuoufly refides in all ; 
At home in every one, and all (he keeps 
Silent, but fplendider, than that of Sleep's *. 

Her fpacious halls with ufelcfs arms are hung, 
With arrows broken, and with bows unftrung. 
No murmurs through her numerous train are heard, 
She knows no danger, and her court no guard. 
Secure as (hades, as ikies unclouded, bright, 
As aclive, yet as noifelefs, as the light. 

* Which the reader will find defcribed in a future poem. K. 

No 
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dws here their hufbahds deaths deplore, 
:ars the drum, or thundering cannon roar 
>ve iighs, which ferves to lull her more, 
her btft-lov'd favourite, duly waits, 
;afure enters at her palace gate* ; 
nd myrtles, mingled, make her bed, 
aps of flowers fupport her facred head, 
by. her, the Mufe around her fings, 
ipids fan her with expanded wings, 
f or anxious cares her peace moleft, 
s her arms above her quiet brcaft ; 
ful are her dreams, and foft her reft, 
icr rife their adoration pay, 
rfians worfhip lefs the fpringing day. 
i her temper, eafy is her mien, 
leaft frown in all her afpefl feen, 
cious as our late lamented queen. 
her bleflings to her court confin'd, 
vr through nobles to the labouring hind. 
f can wifh her own domeflrcks (hare, 
ng ftill, yet has (he ftill to fpare. 
ueful foil the jocund peafants plow, 
th a certainty of reaping fow ; 
v, as heretofore, with fears perplext, 
thefe fields, and armies in the next. 
Spring comes on ; — — 
jht and day in equal meafures run, 
Minting larks falute the morning fun. 
ipening fruits the loaded trees adorn, 
jghing fields are crown'd with lofty corn, 

O 3 The 
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The Summer, fo accuftom'd to alarms, 
Wonders fhe hears no more the founds of arms. 
No trumpets echo through the fptctous plain, 
Nor *arth-born brethren by themfelves are ilaiiu 
The fun ihines freely through the flowery field, 
And fuffers no reflection from the fhicld* 
Men to the date of nature draw their breath, 
For nothing now, but ficknefs, caufes death* 
"Secure the merchants trade abroad for gain, 
And failors unmolefted fwecp the main. 
Unrolling waves ileal foftly to the more, 
They know their fovereign, and they fear to roan 
The confcious winds within their caverns keep, * 
Like them, the feas are hufh'd, and feem afleep, V 

And halcyon Peace broods o'er the boundlefs deep. J 
How are rhefe bleifings thus difpens'd and given ? 

To us from William, and to him from Heaven. 

Delight in blood let other heroes boaft ; 

Our eafe and fafery pleafe our monarch moft. 

For that he fought, for that was all his care, 

He places all his pomp and glory there. 

Hail ! Peace of all things in confufion hurl'd, 

Hail ! thou Reftorer of the Chriftian world. 

Thou to the world art Heaven's chief b] effing given, 

And thou haft render'd back the world toJHeavca. 

Thus in old times, at our blefs'd Saviour's birth, 

An univerfal calm was known on earth : 

•God to his Son did the firft gift aflign, 

And lets the iecond miracle be thine *. 

• This compliment, it muft be acknowledged, is extended 
to the verge of indecency. N. 

How 
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How iball we thank thee for thy royal toil, 
Thou flrength and glory of the Britiih ifle > 
What trophies (hall thy grateful fobjc&s ru(p) 
Antl what ambitious poets fingthy praife ? 
Thy greatnefc furely is the (tars' defigB,. 
Thy hands our nob] eft palaces refine, 
On all our metals all the damp is thine. 
Draw his triumphant entry, Dauly *y draw 
Him and his allies free -— • 
And all the reft of the whole world in awe* 

But fee ! all peaceable our hero cornea, 
"No found of trumpet, nor alarm of drum*. 
Long kept from red by no inglorious foes, 
He goes to take, what lie has brought, repofe* 
His fo/ter triumphs then prepare to grace, 
Prepare a train fit to attend on Peace. 
Chufe them from all that breathe the Britim air, 
And, like the Goddefs whom they wait on, fair. 

Make beauteous Grafton $ with, the frrft advance^ 
Charming at ereiy ftep with every glance* 
Sweet as her temper, paiat her heavenly face ; 
Draw her but 4fcke, you give- your piece a grace*. 
Blend for. her all the beauties -e'er you knew,, 
For fo his Venus fam'.d Apclles drew* 
But hold — to make her moft divinely fair* 
-Qonfult herfelf, you'll find aft-beauty there- 

* This painter (fee p* i?9-) is twice called by Dryden* 
S>abcL He died Oct. 22, 1743, at the age of 90. N. 

f To this accompliihcJ lady Mr. Hopkins infer/bed hi* . 
Hiftory of Love (fee p. 22a). 'She -has been already 'rnfeu 1 - 
4toae4> p. J 67, as daughter of the earl of Arlh>£to«i N. 

-,0 .4 \KV>w®k 
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Whom fhall we think on now ? there 's fcarce beffd* 
Any that can compare with her, but Hyde; 
Hyde, who like her has beauties without blame, 
Hyde, who like her is every poet's theme ; 
Hyde, by all eyes admir'd, all hearts ador'd, 
(pourreous to all, kind only to her lord; 
Hyde, who fo many powerful charms commands, 
As will not (hame the piece where Grafton (rands- 

And now, to make thy laftmg fame renown'd, 
Let all be with illuftrious Ormond crown'd ; 
Sum all in her, that's fair, and good, and great. 
Place her in Beauty's, and in Virtue's feat. 
Paint fweetnefs in her eyes, at once, and awe, 
And make her looks give languiihing, and law. 
O ! if my Mufe to her wiih'd height could climbV 
Sweet as her fubjec"r, as her theme fubliaae, 
The noble Ormond (hould engrofs her praifc. 
Great Onnond's name (hould fanclify her lays. 
Heis~, and her mod illuftrious confort's blood, 
Takes pleafure (till, like Heaven, in doing good. 
Ormond, to whom fair lots on earth are given, 
Ormond. who has her feat fecur'd in Heaven. 

Stop here— though others may attract the fight, 
Your pencil, and my pen — 
Dare not attempt to do fo many right.' 
Who drives to fing a patron or a friend, 
Though he omit fome whom he fhould commend, 
Cannot be thought in juftice to offend.— 
And now you *ve finiuYd fo renown'd a piece, 
Boaft fafely — challenge either Rome or Greece. 

* TO 
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TO CHARLES EARL OF DORSET*. 
BY THE SAME. 

AS Nature docs in new-born infants frame, [name; 
With their firft fpcech, their careful fofterer-fc. 
Whofe needful hands their daily food provide, 
And by whofe aid they have their wants fupply'd % 
You are, my lord, the Poet's earlieft theme, 
And the firft word he fpeaks is Dorfet's name. 
To you the praife of every Mufe is due, 
For every Mufc is kept alive by you. 
Xheir boafted ftream from your rich ocean pours* 
And all the Helicon they drink is yours. 
What other fubjefr. can the Mufes chufe? 
Or who befides is worthy of a Mufe ? 
They (hall to future ages make you known, 
Xheir verfc £hall give you fame ; but more, your own* 
immortal Wit (hall its great patron boaft, 
When others, of an equal rank, are loft. 
While eating Time all other tombs devours, 
bfo Maufoleum mall endure but yours. 

• " Of the earl of Dorfet the character has been drawn fo 
€ largely and fo elegantly by Prior [Knglilh Poets, vol. XXX. 
€ P* 9*1 t0 whom he was familiarly known, that nothing 

* can be added by a cafual hand.— He was a man whofe 
u elegance and judgement were univerfally confefled, and 
B< whofe bounty to the learned and witty was generally 

* known." Dr. Johnson. — To this fhort but comprehenfive 
tulogy, it would be preemption to think of adding. N. 

Life 
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life to yourfelf by your own vcrfc you give, 
And only you, and whom you pleafe, (hall live. 
Thus you mud NaflaVs god-like a&s proclaim* 
And farther than his trumpets found his Fame; 
Whofe. hundred mouths of nothing elfe (hall tell,, 
feut him who fought, and him who fung, fo well. 
E*'n after death, you (hall your honours (hare, 
You, for improving Wit j and He, for War. 

TO WALTER MOYLE*, ESQ. 

BY THE SAME. 

HP O you, dear youth, in thefe unpoiifhM (trains- 
~"- And rural notes, your exil'd friend complains* 
With pain this tedious banishment I bear 
Prom the dear town, and you the deareit there. 

* This ingenious writer was born in Cornwall, 167* 
-After palling fome years at OKford, he was removed to tfct 
Temple, wheie he entered deeply into the nobler parts of th* 
law j (" for there was a drudgery, fays Mr. Hammond,, is 
•*' the law-lucrative, which he could not fubmit to.") Here 
ffirft he formed an intimacy with Dryden, Hammond, Hop- 
iuns, and other ooMtcroporarv wits. He was for fome tunc a 
member of parliament, where he always a&ed a ycty l»o- 
itourable and'.diiinteDe&ed pact ; and afterwards retired to his 
ieat at Bake in Cornwall, where he applied himfcif wrry 
^diligently to fiudy; and died jone 9, 1721. Two vobnet 
•of his pofthuflteus writings were pufelilhe.d m 1726 j and 
thofc he had printed- to- hi* tifc~timc were ceMeftt4 U 17a? 
ky-his friend Mr. Hammond, who wrote his Life. N. 

Hourly 
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Hourly ray thoughts prefent before my view 
Thofe charming joys, which once, alas I I knew, 

Id wine, in love, in friendlhip, and in you. 

Now Fortune has withdrawn that pleating fcene* 

We muft not for a while appear again. 

-Here, in its (lead, unufual profpe&s rife, 

That dull the fancy, and difguft the eyes; 

Bleak groves of trees (hook by the northern winds*. 

And heavy afpe&s of unthinking hinds ; 

No beauteous nymph to fire the youthful heart. 

No fwain inftru&ed in the Mufes' art ; 

Hammond alone is from this cenfure free, 

Hammond, who makes the fame complaint with me j. 

Alike on both the want of you does ftrike, 

Whkh both repine at, and lament alike j 

While here I (lay, condemn'd to defart fields, 

Deny'd the pleafures which the city yields, - 

My fortunes, by the chance of war depreft, 

Loft at thefe years when I might ufe them bed; 

To crown your youth, confpking Graces join,. 
Honour and bounty, wealth and wit, are thine. 
With charms united, every heart you move 5 
Efteem in men $ in vanquifh'd virgins, love. . 
Though clogg'd with cares I drag my reftlefs hours* 
I envy not the flowing esrfe of yours ; 
Still may they roll with circling pleafures on, 
Nor you neglect to feize them as they run ! 
Time haftes away with an impetuous flight, 
And all its joys foon vanim from our fight, 
Which we fhall mourn we usM not while we might. 

la 
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In full delights let fprightly Southerne live, 
With all that women and that wine can give ! 
flflay generous Wycherley, all fufferings pafr, > 
Enjoy a- well-deferv'd eftate at laft ! 
Fortune with Merit and with Wit be friends, 
And fure, though flowly, make a large a.mends i 
Late, very late, may the great Dryden die, 
But,, when deceas'd, may Congreve rife as high ! 
To him my fervice and my love commend, 
The greatcft wit, and yet the trued friend. 

Accept, dear MoyJe, a letter writ in hafte, 
Which my impatient friendfliip dilates faftj 
Friend (hip, like Love, imperfectly expreft, 
Yet, by their being fa, they 're both fliown be(L 
Each no cold leifure for our thoughts affords,. 
But at a heat ftrikes out our eager words. 
The foul's emotion mod her truth aflures, 
Such as I feel while I fubfcribe me yours^ 

TO ANTHONY HAMMOND*, EOTL 

BY THE SAME. 

A S when a prophet feels the God retir'd, 
■"■ By whom he had a long time lain infpir*d> 
His eyes no more with facred fury roll, 
No more divine impulfes move his foul : 

The 

* To this gentleman Mr. Hopkins infcribed his a Epifto- 
*' lary Poems and Tranflations," in a dedication worth pre- 
ferving : " The following verfes ought in juftice to be yours, 

finct 
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""TThe fires, that warm'd him, with the God are gone 5 
"The Deity with-drawn, the charm is done. 

So 
fince- not only the^beft part of them were made at your houfe, 
tut they were made deiignedly for you, fo that this is not a dd» 
dication written to a book, but a book written to a dedication j 
Which, however, is the niceft part a writer has to manage ; 
for the moft.deferving men are the moft averfe to be told fo, 
and what, would pleafc all their friends and acquaintance 
Would difpleafe themfclves. ; which makes the poet at a lofs 
whether to diflatisfy one or many, his readers or his patron. 
But, fince I have already found it eaficr to you to oblige, 
: than to receive thanks for an obligation ; to do no violence to 
your modefty, I muft do one to my own juftice, and defift 
irom a theme which I could fo willingly enlarge upon, but 
you fo unwillingly read. I ihall fay little of the following 
-«flays, either of the originals I tranilated them from, or the 
tranflations : one thing in general I find from my own experi- 
ence $ that where there is moft life and fpirit in the author, 
the translator is carried on with the greater vigour and vi- 
vacity, as a man fwims fafter in a dream than a (landing 
Water; but where the original is flat and low, the tranflator 
couft be at the pains to raife him ; fo that the be ft things are 
■the eafieft to be done, and the dulleft the moft difficult. It 
were prefumption in one of my years, to pretend to give an 
account of the authors ,whom I have chofen, or their works.; 
to commend their excellences, or condemn their faults : and 
of the two, I dare venture to fay the leaft of Ovid ; when he 
himfelf, and all that he has written, have been already fo 
well and fo. fully treated of in Mr. Dry den's preface before 
his epiftles. But I cannot choofe but wonder, that a book fo 
extremely delightful, fo foft and fweet, as Tibullus, has lain. 
fo lon£ unattempted j but there is a friend of ours, whom I 

ho^e. 



*o* MISCELLANY POEMS. 

So now my Mufe can no more rapture boaft ; 
Since you went hence, her migration's loft* 
hope he has been all along referved for r and then he will he 
in the heft hands he could hare fallen into. Of the three ele- 
gies that I have ventured on, the firft r from toward the middle' 
to the end, and the whole third, plcafcd me iflfinite)y ; the 
fecond I did merely for the fake of the laft ten or twelve 
lines. Tibullus muft, certainly, have felt all he wrote, for 
he could never have feigned fo much pamon fo well-; and I 
am apt to believe it was not his poetry made him fo fond and* 
tender a lover, but rather his love that made him fo fweet 
and excellent a poet. Were it not that I mould rake him out 
of better hands, I would have attempted to have englifhed 
him all ; for I flatter myfelf with a fancy, that, in ibme 
things, I am fomewhat of his temper ; and how far fhort #► 
ever I come ot him in his poetry, I refemble him but too 
nearly in fomc other circumftances. I was almoft running 
into a complaint, that would have been both unju ft and in- 
grateful ; for, fincc I knew you, all occafion of complaint hai 
been taken from me. Your acquaintance would have been of 
kfelf fufficient to endear you to any man ; but your favours to- 
me began with, and even out-ran, your acquaintance. I dare 
not proceed, though on a fubjeft which I am very loth t» 
leave ; permit me to add only this, that fince moft who ever 
wrote have fometimes ftood in need of favours from other 
men, and fince the fame fortune has attended me, I am glad* 
however, that it threw me on you to receive them, thta 
whom I know none I could have been more willingly oh* 
liged to for'them. I am, Sir, your moft affectionate, obliged, 
humble fervant, ^ Charlbs He*PKurf." 

Of Mr. Hammond as a poet, I fhall have occafion to 
tfpeak hereafter ; of his'fon, the incomparable author of the 
-« Love Elegies," much maybe hoped for from Dr. Johnfon. N. 
i Robb'd 



TO MR. HAflTMOND. *o 7 

Hobb'd of her flam*, all languifliing {he lies, 

-And, fwan like, only fings before (he dies. 

But you, my friend, to different fortune move, 

And crown your days with wine, your nights with Iovex 

In endlefs blifs, unbounded time you w4fte; 

Your ravifliing delights for ever laft. 

I ong, long ere this, you 've flften been ported: 

Of all your wifb could frame to make you bled. 

When you, and Southcrne, Moyle, and Congreve meet^ 

The beft good men, with the beft-natur'd wit$ 

Good wine, rgood company, the better feaft, 

And whene'er Wycherley is prefent, beft. 

Then, then your joys are perfectly compleat, 

And facred Wit is at the nobleft height. 

Oh ! how I long to be allow'd to fliare, 

And gain a fame, by mingling with you there* 

The country now- can be no longer borne, 
And fince you firft are gone, I mufl return^ 

1 come, I come, dear Hammond, to purfue 
Pleafures I cannot know, dcpriv'd of you* 
Reftlefs as lovers till we meet I live, 

And envy this becaufe 'twill firft arrive*. 

With joy I learnt, Dryden defigns to crown 

All die great things he'has already done : 

No lofs, no change of vigour, can he feel ; 

Who dares attempt the facred Mantuan flill*. 

Adieu— 

And yet methiriks I owe too much to you* 

"*To part fo coldly with a bare adieu. 

* See Gent. Mag. 1779, p. 431. N. 



a©8 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
But what requital can I make you more ? 
You *ve put all recom pence l>eyond my power. 
Fain would my working thoughts contrive a way, 
'JFor«very generous man 's in pain to pay. 
'Tis not a fuitable return I give, 
Yet what it is, my beft-good friend, receive 5 
Take the beft .wiflies of .a grateful foul ; 
Congreve, aud Moyle, and you, poffefs it whole* 
.Take all the thanks a country Mufe can fend ; 
And, in accepting this, obiige your friend. 

TO C. C. * ESQ^BY THE SAME. 

T N vain, my friend, fo often I remove, 

<*• I find that abfence full increafes Love ; 

The barbarous foe, like an ingrateful gueft. 

Too ftrongly lodg'd, pofleflTes all my breaft. 

Gladly I fufferM him to fhare my foul, 

But now the traitor has ufurp'd it whole, 

I burn with pains too great to be endur'd, 

And yet I neither can, nor would be cur'd ; 

In other ills, all remedies we try, 

But, fond of this, we grow content to die. 

For all were ufelefs here to help my grief, 

And I mould drive, in vain to find relief. 

In vain I.rufli'd amidft the thundering war, 3 

Endeavour'd all in vain to meet i: there; > 

In all the heat of .fight I thought on her.. J 

If conqueiing camps refus'd to give me eafe, 

The town at my return affords me lefs. 

. * The above initials I have not been able to difcover. K. 

Without 
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Without concern its wealth and pomp I fee, 

And all its pkafures are but loft on me. 

If, with my friends, I (hould to plays refort, 

Without a fmile I fee the comic fport; 

I mingle no applaufes with the pit, 

Nor mind the a&ion, nor the author's wit: 

I fee the mining beauties fit around, 

But have no room left for another wound* 

1 fly for refuge, to the country now ; 

But that is Yavage, and denies it too. 

Retirement (till foments the raging fire, . *\ 

And trees, and fields, and floods, and verfe, confpire f 

To fpread the flame, and heighten the defire. , - 

Wildly I range the woods, and trace the groves j 

To every oak I tell my hopelefs loves : " fc 

Tor^1)y my paffion, to the earth I fail, 

I kneel to all the Gods, I pray to all. 

Nothing but .Echo anfwers to my prayer, 

And flie fpeaks nothing; out defpair, defpairl 

l«W reJcQtlefs Heaven this >ft rqpljj:, . .. t 

1 flo*3c(paifi and will refolve to "die. 

TO MR5..MOHUN,ON HER RECOVERS 
% v BY. THE 6AM E. 

AS when the Queen of Love, engag'd in war, 
Was rafhly wounded with a Grecian fpearj 

All parties -were concerned to fee her bleed, • » 
And he kimfelf did firft repent the deed : • » 1 
He left th' inglorious field with grief and fhame, . • •;' 

Where his late„conqucft had d^oy'd his fame. . ; 

: Vol. II. P %a 



.^xa *MTS CTE'L'L AT*"Y *OETH*. 

"So Sicknefl flies from you with fuch a. grief, 
Alham'd that ever The begart the ftrf fe\ 
•Better than Venus in* the fight yotrfare, 
;For, though <mor£ Wounded, you 're without aiftanr. 
AH claim to you th' invader lias reiign'd, 
And left no. -marks 6f h&ftile: r&gt behind. 
'No figns, no tracks of tyranny ^retttain, 
But cxil'd Beauty is reftottl .again. 
Fix'd in av realm, which Wig before: her oWtt, 
More -fam d>an- eve*, dhdfeeures the throne. 
^Mildly,~ah ! mildly then, your, power fclaintaia, 
And lakewftxarp^le from Maria's reign. 
"Wide may your *mpire, > under hers, be-feen, 
The faibVkegerent of the- faire&Ogeen ! 
Through you tnay.atl our prayers to her be heartf, 
'Our humble* verfe beall by you preferf'dl 
No bfcffing«a» the pious Suppliant want, 
.Where^he thtfOoddefs is, and you the Saint* 

T O A L ABt BY THE 4AM& 

TWF U ST.ail tny lifemfruitlefs'love be'fpenr? 
-*^* And ftcwr, never will tour heart relent > 

Too well, my charming dear, your, power you know* 

And that which makes you play the tyrant ib. 
>For evcrtoe the fatal metatntcurft* 
'When fondly I confefs'dttrry.paffion firft, 

Oh! that mytUmes' had never been reveal'df 
' Oh * that I now could- keep the- fire conceal'd f 
iRefiftltfs Love your victory fecures, 

And you already know Befoul is yours* 

It 



} 



¥ O. A L A A T. •tr 

It flicws itfelf through all the rbfc'd difguife, 
Breaks through my lips, and trembles at my eyes. 
My blood boils high, and rages to be bleft; 
My flu&uating 'droughts will never reft, 
And know no calitf till hatfbourM in yout breaft. 

Relent, at lift, my-crtiel Fair*, relent, 
And liften kindly to my juft complaint. 
Think on the paffion that 's already pair, 
think that the paffion will for ever lad. 
O fee with what impatient "fires I bum, 
And let your pitying heart mtfke foihe return. 
My flames are fo fincere, my love Is fuch, 
Some you mould (hew—you cannot mew too much. 
How hied ihould I in your potfeflioh be ! 
How happy might you mafce yourfeif in me ? 
No Miftrefs ever led fo Tweet a life, 
As you ihould in th* exploded thing-** Wife % 
Years mould roll found on years, and ages move 
In circles crown'd in everhrfting love. 
Our mttfaai joys fhould like your charms he new, 
And all my bufinefs be to merit you. 
What fliall i fay f Lines after lines rehearfe 
Nought but the fondnefg in the former verfe. . 
On the -dear theme I -could for ever dwell ; 
For while I fpeak to you •— • 
My fauicering tongue cin never fpc*fc farewell. 
In your cold breaft let Love an enhance find, 
And think, oh ! quickly think, of fpgwjpg kind. 
My flames no more with i)ull iztsTifjf&m^ peat, 
Indifference is the Lover/*' Jjardeft fcee j 

P' * But, 
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Bur, if my ruiais your fix'd intent, 

Urge it, 1 beg you, with a clofer bent. 

All glimmerings of the fainted hope remove, 

Say, that you do not, will not, cannot love. 

Extremely; kind, or in extremes fevere, 

Make fure my hlifs, or mad me with defpair. 

Forbid me, banifli me your charming light, 1 

Shut from my view thofe eyes that fliine fo bright, > 

Shut your dear Image from jny dreams by night. J 

Drive them fomewhere, as far as Pole from Pole, 

'Let winds between us rage, and waters roll ; 

In didant climes let me my fate deplore, 

In fonae lone ifland, on a defart fhorc, 

Where I may fee your fatal charms no more. 



TO THE SAME LADY. 

T Thought in filence to fupprefs my pain, 
*■• And .never (hew my fond concern again, 
Whate'cr you fliew'd — inaifrlrcnce, or difdain. 
But Lov^'s.groat God the vaia refolve uithftands, 
At once infpires mv bread, and guides my hands. 
My foul flows* out in every line I write, 
And rolls in numbers in my own defpight. 
Then let me in poetic fury break, 
For I can write the things I dare not fpeak. 
My tongue* dill faulters as I move.. my fuit, . 
And awful Love confounds and keeps me mute., 
Out of your fight I can my wrongs proclaim, 
And with unfettcr'd words confefs my flame. 
Why do you ufe me thus, ingratcful fair? 
Opprefs'd with doubts, yet burjr'd 'hove defpair. 



} 

} 
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I*i£e wounded fowl upon the flood I lie, «s 

Floating on wings with which they us'd to fly, ' > 

^Who would find eafe could they but drown and die. J 
iBuch fHli has been your conquering Beauty's fpighr, -J 
Cruel to wound, not kind to kill outrightj t 

Ue merciful and fave, or (ink me quite. J 

Toji not 'twixt hope and fear my labouring heart, 
Xret us for ever join, or ever part. 
"You know T love'vou, and you- love me too, 
Which you-have kindly let me know you doj. 
All this I know; oh! there will be the fall 
TProm heaven to hell — 

Should I be doom'd to lofe you after all. 
Hut be. not by miftaken notions led, 

Nor triink that riches blefs the nuptial bed. 

This Jhall my only confolation be, ^. 

No tool of Fortune can your.merit fee, £ 

Nor have t He wit and fenfe to love like me* J 

Oh ! would that you had been but meanly born, 

Naked of friends, abandoned, and forlorn ; 

Left tp the world ! — then (hould this wifli enfue, 

Oh ! would I had a \v6rld to offer you ! 

•You .know thifr is nofalfe poetic flight, 
-You know I feel: more than the Mufe can write. 
Too well, my cruel dear, you keep th& field,. 
•Too long hold out ; 'tis now high time to yield* 
'Gonfent at laft, to mutual joys rtftgn, 

And let the fmallefl fhare of blifs be mine :• 
1 Unalterable love your part fecures; 
^My intereft, humour, all my foul* is yours* 

V. 3 Ibcg 
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I beg you, let me know my doom at Uft r 
.Nought worfe than death «an come, then aH is paflv 
But think, and to not make a raih decree i 

1 think you never were, nor e'er can be,. 
So truly lov'd a* y«u have been by mc» 

TO DOCTOR GIBBONS*. 

*Y THE SAME. 

nr* H B fires, that fell in ages paft from Heaven, 
-■" Were %o the charge of PriefH and Augurs given. 
Life, the moft a£Hve, raofV exalted fire 
The great creating Godhead could i'nfpire, 
Breath'd into man while yet the world was new,. 
Is now committed to the care of you : 
How you difcharge your truft, maintain your pofl^. 
Though you are filenr, I have caufe to boafli 
Again, the rifing Mufe expands her wings, 
Again prepares to mount, and mounting' tings £ 
Again would celebrate fome faered name, 
And chufes you, who rais'd her, for her theme f . 

* This is, I believe, Dr. W. Gibbons,, who died Mart* 

2 q, 1728. He fuccccdcd Ratcliffe in his attendance on qaeev 
Anne when (he was cUfgvfted'by the behaviour of the latter* 
He is characterized in the Difptnftry, under the name of 
MirmWo. See wh*t Ratcliffe faid of him,. Life of Rat- 
cliffe, p. 32. R. 

f There are two poems expreffive of gratitude to this- 
phyfician in the « Works of the Mufr," by Mr. J«k* 
Hopkins. N» j 

1 Yt 
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Ye confcious Poets, be no longer vajn, 
Confefs your wealenefs, and your pride contain j 
QUit your bold claim* and eud<your idlnftrife* 
It it not yours to -give immortal life*. 
Rv'q you tp Him on all occafiens fly, 
Without whole aid you and your Mizfes diev 
His focopurris implorM where Wit declines* 
Where Lovers UftguUfr, and Vjwre Beauty pines 1 
Where Monarch! faint beneath the- weight of crowns* 
And ficken in thcii robes on iHver thrones 1 
H is faored art theii*facred lives- fuftainsy 
-And ftrengthfcns theot again to guide the reins* 
A* Iris enter'd with her golden beams 
The cavopj* Sl#ep,- andchae'd away ththdrcam*; 
3>ifeafcs feem to ftf at his approach? 
And hireling blood cheeps mcafare at his touch. 
So leaps-the Lover'* heart, fo beats and moves?* 
When he lies folded in bcrjarms he loves: 
So, inflnene'd by the moon, wide oceans roil s - ♦ 
And fo .thc.ncedle trembles to the pole. 

O Gibbons J Pan* rgw'd) there 's nought l&er 
Above my reach, when thus reviv'd by thee.. 
Kow could Lpaint a welWlffute&ftldrf 
Or praife proud Beauties till I made them <yieidjL 
iut gratitude 4 deferent fOog requites > : 
My bread enlarges, and dilates my fire?. 
Life, die firft blcfikg hwnw*4uw| can boaft,' 
Life, wbichoan never be rcfler'd when loft,' 
Endcar*d by health, frqm paia and fcknefs free, 
ft the bleft gift bflWw^ by Heaven #*d tkec. 

F * Hbw> 
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How (hall I then or Heaven or you regard } 
The care of both has been beyond reward. 
But grateful Poets, offering up their lays, 
Find you content with thanks, and Heaven: with praife-. 
O ! may your ftream of life run fmooth, but ftrong ; 
Long may you live— that others may live Jong; 
Till healing plants no more on mountains grow jr 
Till mineral Waters have forgot to flow, 
Aim} paint the vallies where they glide below I 
While iilvcf Helicon delights the tafte, 
And while the Mufes facred mount fliaH laft ; 
Their fongs for thee the fiftcrs ihall defign, •* 

The grateful fuhjeel of the tuneful Nine ; > 

Oft fhak thou AH their fongs — and always mire, J 

TO MR. CONGREVE, BY.THESAME. 

T E T other poets other patrons chufe* 

•*— 4 Get their bed price", and proftitute their Mufc ^ 

With flattering hopes and fniitlefs labour wait,. 

And court the flippery friendlhip of the great i 

Some trifling ppefent by my lord is made, 

And then the patron thinks the poet paid. 

On you, my furer, nobler hopes depend, * 

For you are all I wifh ; you are a friend. 

From you, my Mufe her infpiration drew, 

All (he performs I confecrate to you. 

You taught me firft my genius arid my power, ' " 

Taught me to know my own, but gave' me more : 

Otheis may fparingly their wealth impart, ' ' ^ 

But he gives noblcft, who beftows an artj * iJ: " "' " * 

*' " ; * * Natuic 
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tf 6 MR, C 6 to G REVE: 
ature and you alone can that confer, 
nd I owthyou, what you yourfelF owe her. 
! Congreve, could I write in verfe like thine* 
hen iu each "page, in every charmrng^ Fine, 
lould gratitude and facred friend (hip flfctne. 
our lines run all ; on eafy, even feet j . 
lear is your.fenfe x and your expre/lion fweet : 
{ch ft your fancy, and your ritimncrs go 
:rene and fmdoth as cryftal waters ffow, 
nnooth as a peaceful fca which never rolls,, 
ind foft as kind confenting virgins* foul*. ^ 

fof does your vcrfs alone bur pafllons move-, 
•eyond thtr poet, we the perfon Tove. '" 
n you, and almoft only you, we find 
ublimity iof wit, and candour of the mmd : 
loth hare their charms, and both give that delight, 
ris pity that you fhould, or ihould not write r 
Nit your ftrong genius Fortune's power : defies, 
wnd, .ill defpight of Prietry, yeu rife, 
"b you the favour of the world H fliowm, 
•nough for any merit but youirbwri. 
r our fortune rifes equal with your fame, 
""he ball of poets , hut' above the 1 name. ■" ■ 
)! may you never mifs defeiVd : fuecefs, 
lot raife y)pu¥ fortunes rill I wifli them left ! 
' Here mould I, not to tire your pattebee, end ; 
tut who tan part'fb'foon with fiich % friend ? 
r ou know my foul, like yours,- without defign, 
ou know me yotfrs, and I tbcf fcho\V you mine; ' 

•■- '• • • v* *• • I owe 
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I : o\ve you all I am* and needs mud mourn 
My want of power to make you • fame return. 
Since you gar e allj do not a part refufe, 
But take this (lender offering of the Mufev 
Friendihip, from fervile intereft free, fecuTes 
My love flnccrely and entirely yours*. 

tom r; yald je n, tn ox on; 

?Y TJTB S AMPr 

FROM LONDONOEft**, AUGUST 3, lt«9« 

Tl/FY labouring Muft, grown tir'd of being huifcd> 
-*-* A And toft about in a:tempeftuous world, 
Frays for a calm, implores fane qujet feat, 
And fecks- what your* has found, a fweet retreat. 
Now your btefV fields their furotner livery wear* \ 
Their fruits your loaded 'tree* in feaftm bear j f 

But Learning flburifhes- throughout- the year ? J- 

Pronvyonr full fpring- o'er. Britain's ifie it ftreamt, 
And fyreads like His when (be meets the Thames* 
Rear'd on her banks, the Mutes! laurel grows* 
Adorn'd by yours, adorning others brows. 
Sweet are her dreams, fweet the (unrounding air,. 
But fweeter are the (bugs Die echoes there. 
There the great Ormood's daily praife is fuqg, n. 

There Addifbn's harmonious harp is ftrung, V 

And there Lucretius- * learnt the RngliQi tongue. J' 
Well might I here the large account purfue,. 
But you have ftopt rae^fpr I write to you, 

* Tranilated by Creech, N. 

Mcthinki 
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TO MR. yjsld-en; *i* 

imks I fee the tuneful fitters ride, 
cd like fea«nympbs ob the fuelling tid4 j 
ver fwans lire filent while they play, 
fca hears their notes* and -puts tofea, 
I aftdCongreve meet them half the way* 
fte4 by their own toeec voices move,, 
(H$ harmony**-- 

I that's harmony it joy and love. 
t in all the tuneful numbers fciH'd, 
ow Apollo bpafts his concert fiiTd. 
i lrftien while o»r Engh(h Maro fings* 
like the M*ntuan fwaa on eqval wings* 
:hc great numbers, mind the lofty fong, • 
nfc as -clear and jnft, the lines tit (Irong. 
c yonder where the Mourning Bride complaintjr 
tclt with pity at the moving (trains : 
he cofjclufion, then allay your grief, . 
icets with ruin, Virtue with relief : 
thither, and the charming -trw 6ck leads 1 
rmuring waters and enchanting meads t 
i>y the river-fide, along*he plain, 
xtcing fhepfcerdefs and piping fwain, 
ec htm take the kits that crowns his pain. 
1 hearken where the knowing poet lings - 
ious nature, and the feeds of things? 
i the teeming earth hard metals grow, 
vhat far diftant fountains rivers flow, 
noves the ftars above, and feas below, 
fee the charming concert fail along, 
ines his harp, and each prepares his fong i 

To 
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To the Mufeum fee them all repair, 
And fee them all receive their laurels there. 
A learn'd and reverend circle ready ftands, 
To crown the candidates with' willing- hands. 
^Aldrich *, who can the firft large portion boaft) 
Knows, loves, and cherHhes, the Mufes moft : 
Who gives ev'n Chrift Church its* peculiar grace, 
The hrft in merit, as the firft in place. 
O ! friend, have I not reafon to complain 
Of Fare, that (hut me out from fuch a train ? 
For that who would nor- (hift the tragic fcene ?. 

Though tir'd of reftlefs rambling up and down, 
Or a more reftlefs fcttlement in town j 
Chang'd in the reft, let this my love commeml,. 
Ifelden, believe I never ehang'd my friend. 

SONG, BY T H E SAM E. 
A FTER the pangs of fieree defire, 
•*^-Thc doubts and hopes that wait on love,. 
And feed by turns the raging fire* j 
How charming muft fruition prove I 

When the triumphant lover feels 

Hone of thofe pains which once he bore;; 

Or When, refte&ing on his ills, 

He makes his prefent pleafure more. 

: To mariners, who long have lain 
On a tempeftuous ocean toft, 
The dorms, that threatened on the main r 
Serve only to endear the coaft* 

. • * The celebrated dean of Chrift-Church. K. 

SANA- 



UNAZARIUS ON VENICEV 

BY THE SAME. 
A S Neptune the Venetian towers furveys, 
^ Rooted in floods, and ruling o'er the fcas ; 
Hoaft now thy capitol, great Jove," he cries, 
Boafl how thy Rome's imperial ramparts rife ; * 

'Let to my tides thy Tyber be preferr'd, 
But look, how each afpiring pile is rear'd : 
"View l>oth alike, thou (halt the caufe refign, 
And own, that Men built yours, but Gods built mine.' 9 

CATO'3 CHARACTER, 
FROM. THE SECOND BOOK OF LUCAN. 

BY THE 8AM E. 

Jl UC H Caro was, of fuch exalted kind, 
^ Auftere his manners, and unuiov'd his mind. 
Ie kept a mien, and follow'd Nature's .laws, 
ought, and fell bravely in his country's caufe ; 
(or thought hirafelf born for hirafelf alone, 
ut made the welfare of the world his own. 
hrough cold he cloath'd himfelf, through hunger fed, 
is houfe but fene'd the weather from hjs head, 
oc luft, but love of offspring, made him wed. 
o loofe defires debauch *d his noble life, 
omc was at once his miftrefs and his wife. 
ift in all points, firm and refolv'd he flood, 
efpifing death, when for his country's good. 
> great his foul, his actions fo divine, 
xe from all felf-defire, or felf-dcfign. 
' See Mr. Evelyn's imitation of thefe lines abqjr,p. 140. N. 

T tt £ 
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tit MrsCEfLtANV POEMS. 

*f H E HISTORY OF LOVE. 

XN A BETTER TO A 1ADY. 

■3 <Y T H E SAM B. 

« r Eft <raoqoe carminilros meritas celebrare paellas 
v «'Dosmca— — 'Ovia* 

• <* ,. , Utinam modo dicere poflcm, 
' *' Carmina- digna dea, certe eft dea carmina* digna." Ibid. 

TO TUB ^UTCH«-S8 •*><¥ <G R AF T'O V. 

TV4"ADAM, Beauty t a* it w both the theme ani 
^ A infpirer6f Poetry, fo it ought to be the patroncfs 
ttoo ; and atpoetn of 'Love'lhould in juftice be facred'to 
none but the Lovelieft : it would therefore be adoring t 
ifatfe Deity, fliould I offer up this «t any fhrine btf 
c yours. As it is the heft lean do, and written on the moft 
ipleafmgfubje&,*I was rcfolved to lay it at* the feet & 
'the mod beautiful ; and had I been myferT<at a left 
* where to: fix, the univerfal opinion of the world ^rould 
have dire&ed me, and pointed • out your Grace for-the 
patronefs ; while the ; poem wall 1 aft (and apoem<of 
Love ought to 1 til longer than any other) Succeeding 
ages lhal I read- that your Grace was theornameatof thia 
age. It is an innocent and harrnlefs ambition injpocts, 
whofeonly defign in all they do is the. pleating others, 
and- in doing that pleafe them fe Ives bed j «nd, as Beauty 
is the chief object theybend- their ftudies to delight, alt 
poets ought to afpire to pleafe your Grace in particular. 
That ambition is the beft exeufe I can make for my 
^prcfumption in this dedication j fince I am unknown to* 

your 



THE tfl STORY OF XOVE. *aj 

«r Grace, and perhaps even Unheard-of yet; but 
hat is my • crime is at the fame time my plea for 
rdon ; or : rather : it » is my merit. The Athenians, 
len they dedicated an altar to the Unknown God, 
Swed more devotion, and directed their devotion to a 
ler deity, than when they adored the many they knew, 
fiat I triight be fure of -fomcthing. acceptable in this 
fering, and : not fail to delight in a poem of Love, 
lcre -all ought to be delightful, I have taken all the 
^t moving tender things that Ovid and Tihullus faid 
their rafttrefies, to fay to mine; nor will I allow it 
be a theft, iincetl doubt not, as it was their lort that 
pifM them with thofe thoughts, mine would have 
fafed the fame into me* and no -man that thinks 
rurally of love can avoid running into the fame 
Mights With them. I have borrowed the examples to 
ery pafiion -tram thofe ftories whidh I thought the 
oft pleattngiia Ovid, where certainly the mod pleating 
rre to be. met with : fome few places in- every (lory il 
ve translated, but for the mod part I have only kept 
ai in view j I have gone on with him aid left him 
acre I thought it proper, and by that means have 
aided the .absurdities of his Metamorphofes j fave 
Jythat of Pigmaliorfs iftatue, but that was a Meta- 
Mrphofit that .pleafed me. It was a delightful fur- 
ize to fee life breathed in to an inanimate beauty, as it 
raid be .a '.killing .affli&ion to fee it taken away from 
€ already animated z ik >wotild eccaiion as touch joy 
d wonder to have a Dtitcbtfs of Grafton made by 
rt.(if Art could do it) as it would caufe confertiation 
hate the Gods, unmake one. But thofe miracles of 
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Art are now ccafcd ; and. none but the Heavenly Artill. 
could have drawn you, who has drawn you fo that 1* 
has left the painter and the poet at a lofs to copy you. 
As to the fuccefs of this poem, I hope I am fecurc, fiocc 
it is facred in general to the Fair Sex, and committed in, 
particular to the protection of the Faireft. . If rliey are 
once pleafed, who will dare to find fault ? or di ("oblige 
them by difliking what they approve ? Under the (bel- 
ter of your Grace's patronage I (ball ftand, like Apneas, 
guarded by the Goddefs. of Love.; and rip Diomedcs 
ihall be found as defperate as the firft to wound me 
through you. Thus, as all dedicating poets, who 
write more to raife their own reputation than their 
patrons, I have taken the raoft erfe&ual means toefta- 
blifh mine; and doubt not to make a flrong party, 
fjnee every Lover will defend what is facred to the, 
Lovely. Your Grace's moil devoted, moil humble, 
fervant, Charles Hofkihs. 

* Y E woods and wilds, ferene and blefV retreats, 
At once the Lovers' and the Mufes* feats 5 
To you I fly j to you, ye facred groves, 
To tell my wondrous tale of wondrous Loves. 
Thee, Delia, thee, ihall every fhepherd fing, 
With thy dear name the neighbouring, woods (hall ring. 
Ko name but thine (hall on their barks be found, 
With none but thine ihall echoing hills refound. 

* « Thy foreft, Windfor ! and thy green retreats, 
" At once the Monarch's and the Mnfc's feats, 
"Invite my lays." . Pop I. 

JTie imitation is here extremely evident. N. 

My 
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My verfc thy matchlefs beauties dial] proclaim, 

Till thine outrival Sacharifla's fame. 

My verfe (hall make thee live while woods (hall grow, 

While ftars (hall fhine, and while the Teas (hall flow j 

While there remains alive a tender maid. 

Or amorous youth, or love-fick Twain, to read. 

Others may artfully the paflions move, 

In me alone Vis natural to love : 

While the world fees me write in fuch a (train, 

As (hews I only feel what others feign. 

Thou darling of my youth, my life's delight, 
By day my vifion, and my dream by night ; 
Thou, who alone dolt all my thoughts infufe, 
And art at once my Miftrefs and my Mule ; 
InfpirM from thee, flows every facred line, 
Thine is the poetry, the poet thine ; 
Thy fervice (hall my only bufinefs be, 
And all my life employ'd in pleating thee. 
.Crown'd with my fongs of thee, each day (hall move, 
And every liftening fun hear nought but Love. 
With flowing numbers every page (hall roll, 
Where, as you read my veife, receive my foul. 
Should fenfe, and wit, and art, refufc to join 
la all I write, and fail my great defign ; 
Yet with fuch paftion (hall my lines Ik crown'd, 
.And fo much foftnefs in my poem found ; 
Such moving tendernefs the world (hall fee, 
Love could have been defcrib'd by none but me. 
Let Dryden from his works with juftice claim ^ 

Immortal praife ; 1 from my facred flame I 

Draw all my glory, challenge all my fame, J 

Vol. II. Q^ Be- 
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Believe me, Delia, Lovers have their wars j 
And Cupid has his camp, as well as Mars. 
That age which fuits a 'foldier beft will prove 
The firtdft for the (harp fatigues -of Love. 
None but young men the toils "of war can bear, 
None bdt young 'men can ftfrve-and pleafe the fair* 
Youth with the 'foe maintains the vigorous fight, 
Youth giyes the longing maid the full delight: 
On either hand, like hardftii'p it'fuftains, 
Great are the foldier's, great the" lover's pains. 
Th' etfent of war no General can 'foreknow, 
And that, alas ! of Love is doubtful too. 
In various fields, whatever chance (hall fall, 
The foUlier'muft: refolve^o bear it all. 
"With the like cotfftanciy muft'ldvers wait, 
Enduring bad, and hoping tetter rate. 
Through doubts and fears, defires and wifhes toft, ■ 
Undaunted, they'nmfr. ftrain to reach the coaft. 
All 'will a while look hideous to their eye, •* 

The threttteVung ftorm ftill thickening in the'flcy, * 
No fight of land, no friendly harbour-nigh. 

Yet through all this the venturous lover fleers, 
To reap the' golden crop that : Beauty bears. 
So the bold mariners the fcas explore, ■ [roar^ 

Though winds blow hard, and waves like thunder ? 
Rather than live in poverty on'lhore. J 

Emboldened thus, let every youth fet fail, 
And truft to Fortune for a profperous gale : 
• Let them launch boWly from the lazv fbore, 
Nor fear a ftorm which will at laft blow o'er ; 

Set 
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Set all the reins to all their pafTions free, 
Glive wings to their defires ; and love like me. 
Mappy that youth, who, when his ftars incline 
riis foul to Love, can make a choice like mine ! 

ADMIRATION. 

Thee, Delia, all that fee thee muft admire, 
\m\ mankind in its ewn def pi ght defire. 
As a hlind man, reftor'd to futjden fight, 
Starts in amaze at the firft fla(h of light; 
jo was I flruck, fuch fudden wonder knew, 
When my eyes dazzled with the fight of you i 
i faw whatever could inflame defire, 
'arch-up the veins, and fet the blood on fire; 
Prom every charm the pointed lightning came, 
And, fail as they difpers'd, 1 caught the flame. 
Like flars your glittering eyes weie feen to mine, 
r\nd roll with motions that were all divine; 
Where majefty and fofrnefs mingled meet. 
And mew a foul at once fubUme and fwcet; 
I gay/d, aud, as I gaz'd, from even* view, 
N«;w wonders I defer icd, new pafiion drew. 
Nor were the charms lefs powerful of your tongue; 
Mv ravifh'd foul on every accent hue 
Glow*d when you fpoke, and melted \ 
Thofc lips unopen'd cannot fail to move, 
B«it lilcntly are eloquent in Love; 
That face and neck, thofe flioulders, hands, and arms, 
Each limjb, each feature, has peculiar charms, 
Each of itfclf might finglv win a foul, 
And never need th* alfiftance of the whole. 

Q^z On 
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How (ball I then or Heaven or you regtrd * 
The care of both has been beyond reward. ' 

Bat grateful Poets, offering up their lays. 
Find you content with thanks, and Heaven with praife. 
O ! may your ftreara of life run rmooth, but ftrong j 
Long may you live— that others may live long ; 
Till healing plants no more on mountains grow ; -i 
Till mineral waters have forgot to flow, > 

And faint the vallies where they glide below I J 

While iilver Helicon delights the tafte, 
And while the Mules facred mount fhaH laft ; 
Their fongs for thee the Afters fhall defign, n 

The grateful fubjeA of the tuneful Nine $ i» 

Oft fhak thou fill their longs — - and always mine, i 

TO MR. CONGREVE, BY THISAML 

T E T other poets other patrons chufe r 

"" Get their bed price*, and proftitute their Mufc $. 

"With flattering hopes and frtiitlefs labour wait* 

And court the flrppery friendfhip of the great i 

Some trifling piefent by my lord is made, 

And then the patron thinks the poet paid. 

On you, my furer, nobler hopes depend, 1 

For you are all I wifh ; you are a friend* 

From you, my Mufe her infpiration drew, 

All flic performs I confecrate to you. 

You taught me firft my genius arid ray power; ' " ; 

Taught me to know my own, but gave' me more : 

Otheis may fparingly their wealth impart, * \ 

But he gives nobleft, who beftows an art, * iJ " "- J * 

'• ' : * * Natuic 
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Urg'd-on at laft, but ftill by flow degrees, 

Loth to offend, be draws to wbat be fees. 

*' Oh ! wbv, he cries, moft matchlefs fair-one, why 

Are you thus us'd ? Can you be doonfd to die ? 

Have you done any guilt ? that guilt relate. 

How can fuch l>eauty merit fnrh a fate ? < 

I am thy champion, and efpoufe thy caufe $ 

In thy defence the Thunderer's offspring draws. 

Say, if thou *rt refcued by the fon of Jove, 

Say, for thy life wilt thou return thy love ?'* 

The bafhful virgin no return affords, 
But fends ten thoufand fighs inftead of words : 
With grief, redoubled with her fhamc, fhe mourns j 
She weeps, he jovs, ihe bTufhes, and he burns. 
In chains extended at her length (he lay, 
While he with tranfport took a full furvcy. 
Fain would her hands her confeious blufhes hide, 
But that the fetters which they wore denv'd. 
What could fne do ? all that (lie could, (htf did ; 
For, drown'd in floods of tears, her eyes (lie hid. 
Much urg'd to fpeak, fhe turn'd her bafhful look 
Far as fhe could afide, and trembling fpoke : 
u My mother, confeious of her beauty, flrovc 
(Alas I too confeious) with the wife of Jove 1 
Who, bv a cruel and unjuft decree, 
To punifh her, takes this revenge on me. 
Here am I doom'd a dreadful monger's prey, 
Who now, now, now, is iffuing from the fea. 
Hafte, generous youth, our common foe fubdue j 
And, if you fave my life, I live for you." 

0^3 Thin 
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Thus fpoke the maid, half dying with her fears/ 
When, lo ! the monfter from the fea appears. 
The dauntlcfs hero mounts his flying horfe, 
And o'er the waves dire&s his airy courfe. 
Let him, alone, his vi&ory purfue ; 
For dreadful war has nothing here to do. 
This fhort account will love-fick fwains fuffice; 
He flew his foe, and ftraight receiv'd his prize. 
Thrice happy youth, too fortunately bleitj 
Who only came, and conquer'd, and polfek'd : 
None of the pangs of Love your blifs annoy *d 5 
You but beheld, admir'd, and fo enjoy'd. 
All other lovers longer toils fuftain ; 
X>efires, Hopes, Jealoufies, an endlefs train. 

DESIRE. 

*How thou art envy'd, let Pigmalion prove j 
Who by a miracle obtain'd his love $ 
Who, living in an age when women led 
The lewdeit lives, all (hame and honour fled, 
For a long time declin'd the nuptial-bed. 
He faw them all dcbauchM with monftrous crimes; 
No virtuous maid, no Delia, blefs'd the times. 
Had (he liv'd then, his fkill had ne'er been (hewn, 
Nor the ftrange miracle, that crown'd it, known* 
There had he fix'd, net form'd his fancy'd maid ; 
Nor fondly been by his own art betray M. 
The nymph in polifh'd ivory glitter'd bright, 
So fmooth, fhe feem'd too flippery for his fight. 

• From Ovid's Mctamorphofes, Book X. N. 
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So curious was her fhape, fo juft her frame, 
So quick h<;r eyes appear'd, fa full of flame, 
They would have roll'd* \i not reftra-in'd by. fliaroc 
From his ftrangc art- the ftatue had receiv'd 
Such lively itrokcs, one would have thought it. liv'd. 
Ev'n he hitelcif could hardly, hardly know. 
But doused long whether it; liv'd or no. 
Ytr, from her as l|ie was, l*e gather'd fires ; 
And fierce and bound Ids were his mad de fires* 
He felt her $e& (his fancv thojLight it fuch). 
And fear'd to hiirt her with too rude a touch. 
He kilVd her with belief io Ihong and vain, 
That he imagin'd how (lie kifs'd again. 
Now makes his court, his mao* add relies moves, 
And tells a long, fo.nd tale, hoy well he loves. 
Prefcms her now with all he thought might pieafe, 
With pre.cioi^s gum> diftill'd from weeping trees ; 
Small dnging-birds, \vho ftrain their tuneful throat$ f 
And, hovering round, repeat their pretty nqtes. 
With fweefeft flowers he crowns her lovely head, 
And lays her on the foftcft downy bed. 
In richef\ robes his charming idol dieft, 
Bright fparkling gems adorn her neck and bread, 
And fhe — look'd w«Jl ia all, but look'd, 
naked* bc&. 
Now Venus kept her feaft ; a goodly train 
Of loye-fick ) T ouths frequent and fill her fane ; 
The fnow-whitti heifers fail by facred ftrokes, 
While with t ich jguws tl>e loaden'd altar ftnokes : 

•0^4 Au&ong 
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Among the reft the hopelcfs lover (lands, 
Tears in his eyes, and offerings in his hands; 
More furious than before he feels his fires, 
Ev'n his defpair redoubles his defires. 
A long, long time, his orifons deferred, 
He durft not pray, left he fhould not be heard j 
Till, urg'd by Love, his timorous filence broke, 
Thus (but ftill timoroufly) at la ft he fpoke t 
" If you, ye facred powers that rule above, 
And you, great Goddefs of propitious Love, 
If all we want is plac'd within your power, 
And you can give whatever we implore ; 
Exert your Godhead now, now lend your aid, 
Give me the wife 1 wifh, one like" — he faid, 
But durft not fay, " give me my ivory maid !'* 

ThisfiniJhM ; thrice aufpicious flames rife, 
And wreaths of curling fmoak afcended thrice. 
Half hoping now, and yet ftill half afraid, 
With doubtful joy he feeks his ivory maid j 
Doats more than ever on her fancy'd charm* , 
And clofely clafps her in his longing arms. 
When all at once, with joy and wonder filPd, 
He feels her ftubborn fides begin to yield. 
Soft was her bofom grown, her throbbing breaft 
Heav'd with her breath, fwell'd gently to be preft. 
Surpriz'd and glad, he feels her oft and oft ; 
And more and more perceives her warm and foft. 
Warm were her lips, and every pointed kifs 
With melting touches met and moiften'd his. 



Her 
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r blood now circled, and her pulfes beat, 
id life at lad enjoy'd a fettled feat. 
Svlv (he lifts her new and fearful fight, 
id fees at once her lover and the light. 
1 unborn maid both life and lover found, 
id he top had his defperate withes crown 'd : 
fperate indeed ! what profpeft could he fee, 
how at firft hope any more than me ? 



} 



HOPE. 

•Hippomanes alone, with Hope infpir'd, 
ght well rejoice to fiud his wiihes fir'd, 
ice well atTur'd of all his wifh defir'd. 
3 paflion was all life, all foul, and flame, 
: dauntlefs to the fatal barriers came, 
ith joy his vanquifh'd rivals he beheld, 
fur'd to win where all befides had fail'd. 

faw the lovely nymph out- fly the wind, 
id leave her breathlefs fuitors far behind * 
n Atalanta fwift as lightning pafs, 
t foft as Zephyrs fweep along the grafs. 

knew the law, whofe cruelty decreed, 
at every youth who loft the race (hould bleed t 
t, if like them he could not run fo faft, 

faw her worth the dying for, at laft. 
r every charm his praife and wonder mov'cT, 
d ftill, the more he prais'd, the more he lov'cL 
w had he vievv'd the laft unhappy ftrife, 
d feen the vanquifh'd youth refign his life % 

• From Ovid's Metamorphofcs, Book X. N. 

When> 
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When, with liis love tranfportcd from his place* 
Left any other firft mould claim the race, 
Kiting he runs, regard lefs of their fate, 
And piefTes where the panting virgin fa«e« 
With eyes all fparkling with his hope and love, 
And fuch a look as could not fail to move ; 
«« Tell mtf, he cries, why, barbarous Beauty, why 
Arc you fo pleas'd to fee thefe wretches die ? 
Why have you with my feeble rivals ftrove, 
Betray 'd to death by their too daring love ? 
With me a Ms unequal race begin, 
With mc exert your utmoft fpee<! to win ; 
l>y my defeat, you will your conquefts crown, 
And in my fall eftablifh your renown. 
Then undifturb'd you may your conquefts boafl, 
For none will dare to ftrive, when I have loft." 
Thus while the prince his boljd defiance fpokc, 
•She eyes him with a foft relenting look j 
Already <loes his diftant fate deplore, 
Concern'd for him, though ne'er concern'd before. 
Doubtful fhe ftands, and knows not what to choofe* 
And cannot vvilh to win, nor yet to lofe ; 
But murmurs to herfelf : «' Ye powers divine, 
How hard, alas ! a deftiny is mine ! 
Why muft I longer fuch a law obey, 
And daily throw fo many lives away ? 
Why muft I by their deaths my nuptials fhun? 
Or clfe by marrying be myfe f undone l 
Why mufti ilill my cruelty purfue ? 
Why muft a oriole fo charming pedfo too* 
« SucL 
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"Such is his youth, his beauty, valour fuch, 

£v'n to myfclf I feem not worth fo much. 

Fly, lovely ftrangcr, crc 'tis yet too late, 

Ply from tliy too, ah! too, too certain fate. 

1 would not fend thee hence, I would not give 

Such a command ; could'ft thou but ftay, and live. 

Thou with fome fairer maid wilt happier be ; 

The faired maid might be in love with thee. 

So many fuitors have already bled, 

"Who r\flily vent'red for my nuptial bed; 

I fear left thou fhould'ft run like ttam in vain, 

Should 'ft lofe like them, and, ah! like them be flain. 

Yet why mould he alone my pity move ? 

It is but pity fure ; it is not love. 

3 wifh, bold youth, thou would'ft the race decline, 

Or ra:her wifh thy fpced could equal mine. 

Would thou hadft never feen this fatal place 5 

Nor I, alas ! thy too, too charming face. 

Were I by rigorous fate aHow'd to wed, 

Thou fhould'ft alone enjoy and blefs my bed. 

Were it but left to my own partial choice, 

Thou of all mankind fhould'ft obtain my voice." 

'Twas here the paus'd; when, urg'd with long delay,. 
The trumpets found to haften them away : 
Strait at the fummons is the race begun,. 
Aud fide by fide for fome fbort time they run 5 
While the fpe&ators from the barriers cry, 
4( Fly, profperous youth, with all tby vigour fly r 
Make hafte, make hade, thy utmoft fpeed enforce, 
Love give thee wings to win the noble ccfurfe I 

See 
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See how unwillingly the virgin flies ; 
Purfuc, and fave thy life, and feize the prize." 
Tis doubtful yet, whether the general voice 
Made the glad youth or virgin mod rejoice. 
Ofr, in the fwiftefl fury of the race, 
The nymph would flacken her impetuous pace, 
And halt, and gaze, and aim oft fatten on his face* 
Then fleet away again, as fwift as wind, 
Not without fighs to leave him fo behind. 
By this, he faw his flrength would ne'er prevail. 
But ftill he had a charm that could not fail. 
From his loofe robe a golden apple drawn, 
With force he hurl'd along the flowery lawn. 
Strait at the fight the virgin could not hold, 
But (tarts afide to catch the rolling gold. 
He takes the wifli'd occaiion, paflfes by, 
While all the field refounded fhouts of joy. 
This (he recovers with redoubled hafte, 
Till he far off the fecond apple caft. 
Again ths nymph diverts her near purfuit, 
And, running ba<k, fecures the tempting fruit: 
But her ftrange fpeed recovers her again, 
Again the foremoft in the flowery plain. 
Now near the goal he fummons all his might, 
And prays to Venus to direct him Tight, 
With his laft apple to retard her flight. 
Though fure to lofe if (he the race dcclin'd, 
For fuch a bribe the victory fhe reiign'd. 
Pleas'd that flie loft, to the glad victor's arms 
She gives the prize, and yields her dear-bought ch 
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Te by refiftlefs gold the conqueft gain'd, 

n vain he ran, till that the race obtain'd. 

'oflefs'd of that, he could not but fubdue, 

? or gold, alas! would conquer Delia too. 

fet oh 1 thou beft-belov'd, thou lovclicft maid, 

te not by. too much avarice berray'd. 

Vize thyfelf high, no eafy purchafe prove, 

Sor let a fool with fortune buy thy love. 

Like Atalanta's conqueror let him be, 

r*rave, generous, young, from every failing free, 

And, to com pleat him, let him love like me. 

What pains again (I my wretched felf I take ? 

Bv'n I myfelf my jealoufies awake. 

£uch men there are, bleft with fuch gifts divine, 

Who if they knew thee would be furcly thine. 

JEALOUSY. 

How wretched then, alas ! mould Daphnis grow ! 
Gods ! how the very thought diffracts him now ! 
Ev'n now, perhaps, fome youth with happier charms 
Lies folded in the faithlefs Delia's arms. 
Ev'n now the favours you denied me feem, 
To be too prodigally heap'd on him. 
Clofe by your fide, all languifhing he {rands, 
And on your panting bofom warms his hands* 
Straight in your lap he lays his envied head, 
And makes the (hrine of Love his facred bed. 
Then glows his ravinYd foul with pointed flames, 
And thoughts of heavenly joys fill all his dreams* 
Let not your pailion be to me reveal 'd, 
Bat, if you love, keep him you love concealed. 

From 
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From Ceph plus's tragic ftpry read . .. 

What fatal mifchiefs jealoufy may breed. 
Hear that unhappy wretched huntfman tell, . 
How by his hand.shis much-lov'd Procris fell ; 
Hear him, lamenting his mifchance, complain 
In the foft Ovid's fad'y charming (train : 

* Happy a while, thrice happy was my life, 
Bleft in a beautiful and virtuous wife. 
J^ove join'd us firft, and Love made life fo fweet, 
We prais'd the- gods, that 't was our lot to nieet. 
Our breads glow'd gently with a mutual flame ; 
The fame were our cjelires, our fears the fame. 
Whate'er one did, the other would approve; 
For one our liking was, as one our love. 
Then luppy days were crown'cl with happier nights, 
And fome few months rolTd on in full delights. 
Joys crouded to appear,, and pleafures ran, 
A' while in circles, ere our woes began ; 
Till I one fatal morn the chace purfu'd, 
Qf. A-WJld l>oar through an adjacent wood* 
Wherfc> as I hunted eager on my prey, 
Aurora ftopp'd. me in my hafty way. 
You may believe J[ do not,. dare not ftign . . 
( For mifery never, mswile a man fo, vain); 
She, thqugha gocUIefs,-ftraight began : to move 
A fruitlefs fuit, .and vajnly talk'd of JL^oye. 
Though. (he look'd bright as when, ihe ^h^nes on high 
In aUrihe glories of a morning iky 5 

* From Ovid's Metamorphofes, Book X. N. 
i Thoujb 
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Though earlier than the fun's her l>eams difplay, 
And (hew the fir ft approaches of the day ; 
I told her, " Procris all my foul poiTcir, ^ 

That (he alone reign'd fovereign of my brcaft, > 

Which never would admit another gueft." J 

" Enjoy thy Procris then, the goddefs cry'd, 
Whom thou flialt one day wi(h th' hadit ne'er enjoy'd:" 
Stung with her words, with douh;s and fears op- 
prefs'd, 
■A fucMen Jealoufy d.eftroys my reft, 
'iMads *\\ mv hrain, and poifons all, my bread. 
3 thought the fcx all falfe, ev f n Procris .too; 
Again I thought, (be could not hut. he true. 
Her youth and lieaury kindled anxious. cp res, 
But her known chaftity condemn'd my fears* 
But then my abfcncc;daes again revive, 
And keep the torturing fancy Hill alive. 
I thought her faith too firmlv fix'd to fall, 
Yet a true lover is afraid of ail. 
I knew not what to think; hut ftraight I go, 
Refolv'd to cure, or to com pleat my woe;: 
An habit different from, my own I took, 
While with curd aid Aurora, chang'd my look. 
To Athens ftraight, unknown by all, 1 came; 
Ev'n to tnyfclf Lfcarce could feem the fame. 
Hardly 1 got ad million to my houfe, 
But far, far harder, to my weeping fpoufe* 
The houfe itfelf from aught of blame was frse, 
And every place exprefs'd its grief for me. 
A difmal njence reign'd through every room, 
To mourn my lofs, already fafe at home. 

Ev'a 
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Ev'n that fad pomp of woe fome charms could boalV 
But, when my Procris c ime, (he charm'd me moft. 
Black were her robes, her folemn pace was flow i 
Her drefs was carelefs, yet becoming too. 
A virtuous grief dwelt deeply in her face, 
But matchlefs beauty gave that grief a grace. 
Whole (howers of tears her (breaming eyes let fall, 
Yet fomething wondrous lovely (hone through all. 
Scarce could I at the charming fight forbear ^ 

From running to embrace my mournful fair, ( 

Scarce hold, from telling whom (he faw (though J 
alter'd) there. J 

But yet at length my firft defign purfued, 
"With words I flatter'd, and with gifts I woo'd. 
All the rnoft moving arguments I us'cl, 
Oft pray'd and prefs'd, but was as oft refus'd. 
She faid, another had before engrofs'd 
All her affection, and my fuit was loft. * 

Would any but a mad-man farther try? 
But ah ! that mad, that defperate fool was I. 
I grew the more induftrious to deftroy 
Her matchlefs truth, and ruin all my joy. 
Redoubled prefents and redoubled vows 
I made and offcr'd, to betray my fpoufe. 

At laft, her daggering faith began to yield, 
And L 'ad juft won the long difputcd field. 
" Thy falfchood, itraight I cried, too late I fee, 
Falfe to thy Cephalus, for 1 am he. 
Since you are perjur'd, fince my Procris grew 
Forfworn and falfe, what woman can be true ?" 

She 
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She tt thtfe wdrriV, alnfoft of fcim* berearM,? 
With fad confufion found hcrfelf deceived. 
Fix'd on the ground flic kept her downcafl eye, 
And, filent with her fhanie, made no reply. 
But to the mountains' tike an huntrtfs hies, 
And for my Take from' all mankind fh6 flies. 
Which when I found; abandon'd and sttohe, 
Wy dearer half through my own folly gone, 
-ore fiercer than hefore began to burn, 
Till I was f ag$rig for my wife's return. 
lily prayers, difpatch'd with eagernefs and haffe, n 
That (he would pardon all offences pair, > 

r ofind her as kind as fte was truly chafte. J 

hfc came, and crown *d my joys a fecond time," 
or^ot my jealoufy, forgave my critrie. 
Twas then I thought ni'y greater* miferies o'er, 
tut Fate, it feems, had wbrfe, far* worfe in flore. 
oon as each early ftih began to rife, 
!*o glad th' enlighten'd earth, and gild the flues, 
with his firft appearance rife, and trace 
Tie woods and hills, that yielded game wchace. 
Jone I htmt a long and tedious way, 
did feldom fail to kill fu (Relent prey ; 
% hen, fpent with toil, to cooler (hades retreat, 
k nd feek a refuge from the fcorchtng heat, 
/lie re pleafant valleys breathe a freer air, 
or my refrefhment I addrefs this prayer : 

* "Come, Air, f cry, joy of o'eriabour'd fwains," 
omc, and difFufe thyfclf through all itty vein* ; 

• See this burlefqued, Englilh Poets, vol. XX. p. 33*. N. 
Vol. II. R Brcaihe 
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Breathe on my burning lips and feverifh breaft, 
And reign at large an ever-grateful gueft.; 
Glide to my foul and. every vital -part, 
Diflill thyfelf upon my panting heart. 
By chance I 6ther biandifhments beflow, 
Or Deftiny decreed it fhould be fo. 
As, O thou greateft Pleafyre of the plains; 
Thou who atluageft all my raging pains. 
Thou, who doft Nature's jicheftrfweets excite, 
And mak'ft me in thefe defart woods delight ; 
Breathlefs and dead without thee fhould I be, 
Foi all the life I have I draw from thee/' 

While this I fung, feme one who chanced to hear 
Thought her. a nymph to whom I made .my prayer, 
And told my Procris of her rival Air. 
She, kind good foul, half dying at the news. 
Would nowxondemn me, now again excufe. 
Now hopes 'tis all a'falfehood, now. (he fears, 
€ufpe£ts my faith, as 1 fufpe&ed hers : 
Refolv'd at laft to truft no bufy. tongue, 
.But be herfelf the witnefs of her wrong ; 

When the next' day with fatal hafte.came on* 
And J was to my lov'd diverfion gone, 
She rofe, and. fought the folitary fhade, 
Where after hunting I was daily laid. 
Clofe in a thicket undifcern'd ihe flood, 
When I took fhelter in the fhady wood. 
Then, ftretching on the grafs my fainting weight, 
" Come, much-lov'd Air, I cry, oh ! come abate 
With thy fweet breath this.moft immoderate heat 1" 
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At this a fudden noife invades my ear, 
And milling boughs (hewed fomething living there. 
l 9 rafhly thinking it fome favage beaft, ^ 

Threw my unerring dart with heedlefs hade, \ 

Which pierc'd,'oh Gods! myProcris through the breait J 
She at the wound with fearful -ftriekings fell; 
And I, alas ! knew the dear voice too weH. 
Thither, diftracted with my grief, I flew, 
To give my dying Love a fad adieu. 
All bloody was her lately fnowy breaft, 
Her foul wasliaftening to eternal red. 
With rage I tore my robe, which clofc I bound, 
To flop the blood about the gaping wound. 
What pardons did I beg ! -what curfes frame, 
For my damn'd fate, that was alone in blame ! 
When, weakly raifing up her dying head, 
With a faint voice thefc few fad words ihe-faid: 
* Draw nearer yet, dear author of my death, 
Hear my laftfigns, and fnatch my parting breath. 
But, ere I die, by all that 's facred f wear, ^ 

That you will never let my rival, Air, > 

Prophane my bed, or find reception there. J 

This I conjure you by your nuptial vow ; 
The faith you gave me then, renew me now* 
By all your love, if any love remain, 
And by 'that love which dying! retain, 
Aflure me but of this before I go, . 
And I fhall blefs thee for the fatal blow." 

To her fad fpeech abruptly I replied, 
In hafte to fhcw her error ere ihc died, 

R z Quickly 
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Ouickly I ran the tragic ftory o*er,- 
Which mifcte her pleaVd, arnidft the pangs (he borer 
That done, (lie rolls in death Rer dizzy eyes, 
And with w figh, which I receiv'd, (he dies. 

Here did the youth his doleful tale conclude*, 
A tale too- doleful to* be long purfured. 
But this ill-chofen infhmre will not do, 
Unlefs my Delia could be jealous too. 
But (he, whene'er I wooe feme orlter fair, 
Shews no refentment, arid betrays no care. 
She fees me court another, ai unirtov'd 
As (he? has arfways feen herfelf belov'd. 
That dreadful thought redoubles all my fear, 
That drowns my hopes, and drives me to defpair. 

DESPAIR. 

No foreign*, inftancc need of this be (hown, 
To draw it bed, I mud defcribe- my own. 
Though of this kind all ages can produce 
Examples proper for the mourning Mufe ; 
Yet all to me muft the fifft place- refigir, 
None ever was fo juftj fo deep as mine. 
All day and night I fing, and all day long, 
" I love, and I defpair," makes' all my fong. 
Revolving days the fame fad mufic hear 
Unchang'd thofe notes, " I love, and I defpair. ,tr "* 
To me, as to the echo, Fate affords 
No power of fpeech but for tliofe doleful words. 
Some glim rife of fun, fome chearfu! beams appear, 
Ev'n thuv.gh the gloomteft feafon of the year. 

My 
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My clouded li£ admits no dawn of light, 

No ray can pierce through my eternal nights 

All those is cjiftaal at the ibades beneath, 

And all $ 4ftTk ?* Iwdl*, a«d fad as death. 

My anxious hour* ipU heavily away, 

Depriv'd o/ Jleep by sight, and peace by day* 

My foql ao refpite from her foftecibgs knows? 

And fees no e*4 of her eternal woes. 

in a long line they run for ever on, 

And dill increase and lengthen as they ran* 

By flight to lofe my ills in yain I try, 

From, my 4efpairing felf J cannot fly. 

W.here-e'er I go, I bear about my flame, 

In cities, countries, icas, 'tis itfU the fame. 

ScorchM with my burning pains, I ihua my houfa. 

And drive in open air to feek xepofe. 

My flames, like torches ihook in open air, 

Grpw with dilated heat more furious there. 

Now to the mo(t retir'd remote ft place, 

EvVi to obfeurity, I fly for eafe. 

Retirement dill foments the raging fire, 

And trees, and fields, and floods, and verfe, conipire 

To fpread the flame, and heighten the deflre. 

Wildly I range the woods, and trace the groves, 

To every oak I tell ray hopelefs loves. 

Torn by my paflion, to the earth I fall, 

I kneel to all the Gods, I pray to all. 

Nothing but Echo anfwers to ray prayer, 

And (he fpeaks nothing but Defpair, Dcfpaiv. 

R I From 
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From woods and wilds I« no relief receive*. 

But wander on, to try what feas can give. 

Beep through the tide, not knowing where, I walk; 

To the deaf winds, not knowing what, I talk. 

Mad as the foaming main, aloud I rave,. 

While every tear keeps time with- every wave. 

* So in old times the mournful Orpheus flood; 
Browning his forrows in the Stygwn floods 
Whofe lamentable (lory feems to be 
The neareft inftance of a wretch like me*. 
Already had he pafs'd the courts of Death, 
And charm 'd with facred verie the powers beneath,- 
While Hell with fxlent admiration hung > 

On the foft mafic of his harp and tongue, > 

And the black roofs reftor'd the wondrous fong 5 i 
!No longer Tantalus eflay'd to fip 
The fprings that fled from his deluded lipf 
Their urn the fifty maids no longer fill, ' % 

Ixion lean'd and lift'ned on his wheel, > 

And Syiiphus's (lone for once flood (till? J 

The ravenous vulture had forfook his meal, 
And Titius felt \m growing liver heal $ 
Relenting Fiends to torture fouls forbore, 
And Furies wept, who never wept before; 
All Hell in harmony was heard to move, 
With equal fweetnefs as the fpheres above* 
Nor longer was his charming prayer deny'd, 
All Hell confented to releafe his bride. 

• From Ovid's Metamorphofes, Book X. N. 

Yet 
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Yet could the youth but fliort poflcflion boaflj 
For what his poem gain'd, his paftion loft.. 
Ere they reftor'd her back to him and life, 
They made him, on thefe terms receive his wifc^ 
If till he quite had pafe'd the fhades of night. 
And reach'd the confines of ethereal light. ' 
He turn'd to view his prize j his wretched prize 
Again was doom'd to vanifh from hk eyes. 
Long had' he wandered on, and long for born 
To look, but was at laft compell'd to turn. 
And now arriv'd where the fun's piercing ray 
Struck through the gloom, and made a doubtful day, 
Backwards his eyes th* impatient lover cad 
For one dear look, and that one look his lad. 
Straight from his fight flies his unhappy wife, 
Who now kVd twice, and twice was robb'd of life. 
In vain to catch the fleeting fhade he fought, 
She too in vain bent backwards to be caught. 
Gods ! what tumultuous raging paflions tofs'd- 
- His anxious heart, when he perceiv'd her loft ! 
How wildly did his dreadful eye-balls roll 1 
How did all Hell at once opprefs his foul 1 
To what fad height was his diflrac"tion« grown ! 
How deep his juft clef pair ! how near my own ! 
In vain with her he laboured to return,. 
All he could do was to (it down and mourn- 
In vain (but ne'er before in. vain)- he lings 
At once the faddeft and the fweercft things. 

" Stay, dear Eurydice, he tries, ah ! flay; 
Why fleets the lovely fhade fo fall away ? 

R 4 ' Why 
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Why am not I permitted to fut£uc ? 
Why will not rigorous Pcld receive me too r 
Already has flxe nsachtf the farther /here* 
And I, alas ! aitowVJ jo pals no moyre ; 
Imprifon'd cjlo/er in the xli&nal coaft, 
She 's now for ever, ever, ever loft. 
No charms a fecond time can iet her £rce> 
Hcli has her now again i would Hell had me* 
From all his pains let Titius he releas'd, 
And in his (bead unhappicr Orpheus plac'd : 
He feels no torture I'll refufe to hear, 
Her lofs is work than all he buffers ther*. 
Is this your bounty then, ye Powers below ! 
And thefe the Jhort-liv'd blejffings you beftow? 
Why did you fuch a cruel covenant make, 
Which you hut too well knew I needs rouft break I 
Ah \ by this artifice too late I find 
Your envious nature never was inclined 
To be intirely good, or throughly kind- 
Had you .perfifted to refufe the grant, 
1 (hould not then have known the double wane 
This was contriv'd by fome malicious power, 
To fwell my woes, and make my miferies move j 
Plung'd in defpair far deeper than at flrft, 
And bled a fhort, fhort while, to be for ever curVd! 
Ah ! yet again relent, again reftore 
My wretched bride, be bounteous as before. 
Ah ! let the force of verfe as powerful be 
O'er you, as was the force of love o'er me. 



And 
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And the dt#r forfeit .<we aga*Q ftfigb 

Which but for AOQ>»ulh Awr^W ftH Jj«PO PUM* 

% that inmost 4pd aurfol Cw*y *y<»» &ar> 

1"hat (ilent horrojr that Aotab'w h&» ; 

% tbcfc soft mime, and tlu* .iMqurfrorid right 

By which ypu ruie *htf iwrla&iag oigltt. 

By theft myxears and prayers, which ofvce could Bkowefr, 

Once more I beg you; to ielea& my Love.. 

Let her a little while with ame remain, 

A little while, and (he is yours again. 

The date of mortal life is firrifh'd foon, 

Swift is the race, and (tort the time to run i - 

Inevitable Fate yow jight {enures ; 

And (he, and I, and all, at laft are yjouts." 

So fung the pharming youth in fcch a ftrainj 
But fung andcharm'd tl\e (ecood time m vain. 
No longer could he move the Powers below, 
Loft were hit numbers then, as mine are now* 
Torn with <Mp»ir-> he leayes the Stygian lakes,, 
J^nd back to light a loathjCorne journey takes.. 
Ijfo light could chear him in his cruel woes. 
Who bears about his grief where-e'er he goes*. 
In facred verfe his fad complaints he vents.. 
And all tjie day and all the night laments. 
Inceffantly he Hogs, whofe moving fang 
Draws trees, and ft ones, and lifteniog herds along! 
The Sylvan Gods and Wood-nymphs ftood around* 
And melting maids were ravkh'd at the found. 
All heard the wondrous notes ; and all that hcatd 
With utmofi an addrefsd the mournful bard. 

Not 
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Kot all their charms his conftancy could move, 

Who fled the thoughts of any fecond love.. 

When, mad to fee him flight their raging fire, 

To mortal hate converting fierce defirty 

With their own hands, they made the youth expire 

Such proofs, my Delia r would I gladly give> 

JPor thee I'd die, without thee will not live 

I 've felt already the fevcreft {mare 

Death can inflict ; for it was death to pare* 

THE FARTING* 

What fouls about to have their bodies bear, 
Forc'd to forfake their long-lov'd manfions theie. 
The dying anguifh, the convulfive pain, 
And all the racking tortures they fuftain, 
And, moft of all, the doubt, the dreadful fear, 
When thruft out thence, to go they know not whe 
My foul fuch pangs, fuch fad diffractions knew, 
Forc'd by defparring love to part with you-: 
Fix'd on that face where I could ever dwell* 
Gharm'd into filence by fome magic fpell, 
I figh'd, and (hook, and could not fay farewell • 
IDown my fad cheeks did tears in torrents roll, 
And death's cold damp fate heavy on my foul $ 
My trembling eyes fwam in a native flood, 
As faft as they wept tears, my heart wept blood* 
AH figns of defperate grief potrefs'd my face, 
My finking feet feem'd rooted to their place, 
And ftarce could bear me to the lafl embrace.. 



I 
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Gads t where was then my foul ? that parting kift 
Was both the laft and deareft tafte of blifs. 
Ah ! fince that fatal time ! could not boaftr 
Of love, or life, or foul ; all, all is loft. 
When the laft moment that I had to ftay 
Call'd me, like one condemned to death, away \ 
With daggering ikps I did my path purfue, 
Yet oft I turn *d to take another view, 
Oft gazM and figh/d, and murmur'd out adieu. 

Thus young' Aehilles in Bithynm's court 
Had made a private and a long refort j 
Dref&'d like a maid, the better to improve 
With His fair princefs, undifcover'd love ;• 
Where hours and days he might fecure receive 
The mighty blifs that mutual love could give j 
Where in full joys the youthful parr remain'd, 
And nought a while but laughing Pleafures reign'd jj. 
Till at the laft the Gods were envious grown, 
To fee the blifs of man furpafs their own. 
All Greece was now with Helen's rape alarmM, 
And all its princes to revenge her arm'd ; 
When fpiteful powers foretold them, their defcenr 
Would be in vain, unlefs Achilles went } 
In vain they might the Phrygian coafts invade,, 
Scale Troy in vain, no onfet could be made,. 
That would fucceed without that hero's aid. 
And now Ulyfles, by a crafty (light, 
Had found him out, in his difguife's fpite 5 
Who, though betray M by his unhappy fate, 
Had too much fcnfe of honour to retreat. 

7 Which 
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Whicjh ffhen his charming Deidamza knew, 

She to her late-difconer'd * lover flpxy : : 

On his dear neck her ftowy a,rm$ flic hgng, 

And ftreaming tears awhile rcftrapn'd J>er jpngge* 

But at the lad her idjfmal filence brake, 

Thefe mournful WQrjsls the weeping piincefs fpi&e r 

/i< Whither, & ! thither would Achilles fee ? 
F?om all he 's deareft to, from love and me ? 
A*e not my charms the fame ? ,the fame tUejf ppwef f 
Have I loft mine } or has Beljona more ? 
Oh ! let me not fo poorly be forfook, 
But view me, view me with your ufual Jook. 
Would you, unkind, from thefe embraces break. f 
Is glory grown fo (Ir-ong ? or I fo weak ? 
Glory is not your only call ; I fear 
You go to meet fbme other miftrefs there. 
Go then, ingrateful, though from me you tTyy 
You '11 never meet with one fo fond as I ; 
But fome camr-mifbrefs, lavilh of her charms, 
Devoted to a thoufand rival arms ; 

* Achilles had a long time lain difguifed like a womtn, 
in the court of Nicomedes king of Bitiiynia, making ufc of 
that habit the better to carry on his amours with Deidamis^. 
N jeomedes's daughter : but he was at laft difcovered by the 
fubtilty of UryiTes ; who putting a fword into his hands, 
which he wielded too dextroufly for a woman, fo betrayed 
him, and carried him to the Trojan war ; the Greeks having 
teen warned by the Oracle, that Troy ihould never be taken, 
vnlefs Achilles affifted at the fiege. Hopkins. 

The* 
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en wHI you think* when flic is common grown", 
DekUrfiia, who was ill your own. 
us will I clrfpf thee' to my panting brttfft, 
d thus detain thee to my hofoiri pref« ? d; 
d while I fold thee thus, and thus diYpehfe 
efe kifles to reftore thy wandering fenfe; 
lat difmal fdtind of War fliall fnatch thee hence?* 
lat though the Gods have order'd you (hbuld go; 
Greece return inglorious from her fat? v 

re not die felf-faitte cruel Gods decreed 
it, if you went, you fhbuld as furely bleed f 
en, fine* your fate is deftin'd to be fuchj 
! thinkv tan ariy T?roy be worth fo much ? 
Greece whate'er fh« pldafe for vengeance give, 
ure at home (hall my Achilles live,' 
>y» built by heavenly hands , rtfay (htud- 6t* fall % 
u never (hall ohtf the fatal call* 
ur IfreidArnia* fwear* you fliall not go; 
: would be dear to you, if flic were fa, 
tot your dWh, at lead my fafety prize, 
with Achillea Deidamia dies." 
Ill this and more the; lovely mournful maid 
Id (he fad youth* wtto figh'd at all fte fatd. 
would be nor his refutation break, 
icre all his fame ahri honotfr lay at flake. 
.v would he-think on arms*; but when he gave 
ide-long glance 0Y1 her he was tb leave, 
sn his tumultuous thoughts began to jar, 
i Love and Glory held a doubtful wan 

Till, 
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'Till, with a deep-drawn Ggh -and mighty courfe 
"Of tears, which nothing elfe but love could force, 
To the dear maid he turns his watery eyes, 
And to her fad dHcourfe as fad replies t 

" Thou' late beft blefling of my joyful'heart, . 
Now grown my grief, fince I mutt now depart ; 
Behold the pangs I bear, look up and fee 
How -much I grieve to go j >and comfort -me. 
Curfe on that running traitor's fmooth deceit, 
Whofe craft has made me, to my ruin, great ! 
Curfe on that artifice by which 'I fell! 
Curfe on thefe* hands for wielding f words fo well! 
Though I would ne'er fo fit for battle, prove, 
All ray ambition *s to be- fit for love. 
In his foft wars I would my life beguile, 
With thee contend, in the traniporting toil, 
RaviftYd to read my triumph in thy fmile. 
Boldly I'd drive, yet ev'n when conquering yield 
To thee the glary of the bloodlefs field ; 
With liquid firjes. melt thy rich beauties down, 
Rifle thy wealth, yet give thee all my own* 
So mould our wars be rapture .and delight. 
But now 1/cn fummon'd to another fight. 
>Tis not my fault that I am fore'd away, 
J But, when my honour calls, I muft obey. 
Durftd not death and every danger fcravc, 
? I were not worthy of the blrfs I have. 
More hazards than another would I meet, 
4 Only <to lay more laurels- at your feet. 
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Oh ! do not fear that I Ihould faithlefs prove, 
Tor you, my only life, have all my love. 
The thought of you wall help me to fubdue* 
1 '11 conquer falter to return to you. 
But, if my honours mould be hid in dull, 
And I muft fall, as Heaven has: f aid J muft; 
J£v'n in my death my only grief will be, 
That I for ever (hall be<fnatch'd from thee. 
That, that alone, ocoaiions all my fears, 
^Shakes my refolves, and melts me into tears. 
My beating heart pants to thee as I fpeak, 
And wiihes, rather than depart, to break, 
'feel how it trembles with a panic fright, 
'Sure it will never fail me thus in fight. 
I cannot longer hold this fond difcourfe, 
For now the. trumpets found our fad divorce. 
Sound every trumpet there, beat * very drum, 
'Ufe all your-charms to make Achilles come. 
Farewell, aks ! I have-not time to tell 
•How wondrous lothl part; once more, .farewell. 
Hemember me as.Ifll remember you, 
•Like me be conftant,«ndl&e me 1 
•Cods ! I flialL ne'er be gone; adieu, 

AB5BN C E. 

.Happy that amorous youth, whofe miftrefs hears 
His fwelling fighs, and fees his falling tears. 
What favage maid her pity can deny 
A breaking heart, and a dill ftreaming eye > 
Abfent, alas ! hs fpends them all in vain, 
While the- dear -caufc'is ignorant of his pain. - * 



you, y 

: be true; i 

bu, adieu, adieu!" J. 
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Yet, wretched 44 he is, he might be Weft, 
Would he himfelf contribwe to' his reft r " 
Would he refoive to* ftrtfggle through' the net, 
And but a while endesfvourto forget. 
But his mad thoughts rvm ever? pttffage 6*eiy 
And anxious niembfy mikes' hi* pafllott more? 
Perplexing memory, that tetWWs fhe fene 
Of his pafc cares; sm'cf keep* him ittft in pali'j * 
Keeps a poor wrctcif perpetually -cfppftk-Ar 
And never lets unhappy lovers* reft j . 
t tets them no pangs'; nocrtiel fufferings loiey 
3Jut heaps their paft ity&h t!i«fr preten't woe*. 
Such was Leander's merhory when remot*d 
And funder'd by the feas from all he lov'd: 
"The gather'd winds had Wrought the tetripeft irigfaj 
Tofs'd up the ocearij and otofciur'd the fkjr; •< • 

And at this time, witfi an rropeCUous fway, 
Pour'd forth their forces, and poflefsM the'fea* 
When the bold youth ftdotl rating on the beach, 
To view rite much-Wd <:otf(t he cottld riot retch r 
Witreftlefs eyes ran all the diftance o'er, . 
Arid from afar difcetn'd hi* Hero's tower. 
Thrice risked in the waves his fkiH he tr/d, 
And drove, as he was us'd, to ftena the tide ; 
But tumbling billows threatened prefent wreck. 
And, rifing up again ft him, dafh'd him back. 
Then, like a gallant foldier, fore'd to go 
Full of brave wrath from a prevailing foe, 
Again to town he makes his fad refort, 
To fee what (hips would loofen from the port ; 

5 Fio<lii 
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Finding but one durft launch into the feat, 
He writes ft letter, fill'd with words like thefe : 

* " Read this j yet be not troubled when you read 
Your Lover comes not in his letter's (bad. 
On you all health, all happinefs attend. 
Which I would much, much rather bring than fend* 
But now thefe envious (forms obftruft my way 9 
And only this bold bark durft put to fea. 
I too had come, had not my parents' fpies 
Stood by, to watch me with fufpicious eyes. 
How many tedious days and nights are pad 
Since I was fuffer'd to behold you lad ! 
Ye fpightful Gods and Goddefies, who keep 
Your watery courts within the fpacious deep, 
Why at this time are all the winds broke forth, 
Why fwell die feas beneath the furious north ? 
Tit furamer now, when all fhould he ferene, 
The (ky *s unclouded, undifturb'd the main; 
Winter is yet unwilling to appear ; 
But you invert the feafons of the year. 
Yet let me once attain the wifli'd-for beach, 
Out of the now malicious Neptune's reach. 
Then blow, ye winds ; ye troubled billows, roar, 
Roll on your angry waves, and lafh the ihore j 
Ruffle the feas, drive the tempefluous air. 
Be one continued ftorm to keep me there. 
Ah ! Hero, when to you my courfe Is bent, 
1 feera to Aide along a foiooth defceflt, 

* In imitation of Ovid, Sp. XVIII. " Leanfar i* Hero." N. 
Vol, II. S But, 
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But, in returning thence, I clamber up, 
And fcate, methinks, foroe lofty mountain's tqp. 
Why, when our fouls by mutual love are join'd, 
Why are we funder'd by the fea and wind ? 
Either make my Abydos your retreat, 
Or kt your Scftos lie my rouch-lov'd feat. 
This plague of abfence I can bear no more ; 
Come what can come, I 'II Shortly venture o'er* 
Not all the rage of feas, nor force of {forms, 
Nothing but death mall keep me from thy arms 4 
Yet may that death at lead fo friendly prove, 
To float me to the coaft of her I love ! 
Let not the thought occafion any fear, 
Doubt not I will be foon and fafely there : 
But till that time, let this employ your hours, 
And fhew you, that I can be none but yours." 

Mean while the veflel from the land withdrew, 
When Heaven took .pity on a love fo true. 
The winds to blow, the waves to tofs forbore, 
In leaps the ravifh'd youth, and ventures o'er, 
With a fmooth paflage to the fan her wore. 
Now to the port the profperous lover drives, 
And fafely after all his toils arrives. 
Diflblv'd inblifs, he lies the live-long night, 
Melts, langui flies, and dies in vaft delight. 
But that delight my Mufe -forbears to fing, 
She knows the weaknefs of her infant wing. 
As when the painter ftrove to draw the chief 
Of all the Grecians, in his height of grief $ 
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Tn every lirikb the* wett-fliap'd piece excell'd* 
33ut, coming to the face, his pencil fail'dt 
There roodeftly he (hid, tod held, for fear 
He mould not reach the woe he fancied there j 
3kit round the mournful head a veil he threw, 
That men might guefs nt what he could notihew* 
Sc^ when* our pleafure rrfes to «xcefs, 
No tongue can tell it, and no pen exprefs* 
Love will not have his myfteries reveaPd, 
And Beauty keeps the joys it gives conceal'd t 
And till thofc joys my Delia lets rae know, 
To me they (hall continue ever fo. 

Ah ! Delia,, would indulgent Love decree, . 
Thy faithful ilave that heaven of blifs with thee ; 
What then ihould be my verfe ! what daring. flights 
Should my Mufe take ! reach what cceleftial heights ! 
Now in defpahr with drooping notes ihe fings, 
No dawn of hope to raife her on her. wings. 
In the warm fpring the warbling birds rejoice, 
And in the fmiling fun-&ine tune their voice j 
BafkM in the beams, theyiftraja their tender throats, 
Where chearful light ififpircs the charming notes; 
Such and fo charming: ffcould my numbers be, 
If you, my only light, would fmile on me. 
Your influence would infpire as moving airs, 
And make my fong as foft and fweet as theirs. 
Would you but once aufpicioufly incline 
To raife his fame, who only writes for thine ; 
I'd ting fuch notes as none but you could teach, 
And none but one who loves like me can reach. 

S a Secure 
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How wooid oae tender look, one pR?sg finnac, 
Or one kifd word from you, reward my coil ! 
1c nxoft, and would your imdcidl pity money 
Were you but once oome'd ham well I love. 
By every Power that reigns aad rales on hagjb, 
By Lore, the. mtgbricft power of all tbe&y; 
By your dear self, my laft great oath, I fwear, 
That neither life noribul are half lb dear. 
What need I thefe fuperfioous rows repeat, 
Already figh'd fo often at your feet ? 
You know my paJGon is fincere and true, 
I lore you to excafs » you know I do. 
Ho tongue, no pen, can what I feel expeefs* 
Ev'n poetry itfclf mod make it kfs. 
You haunt mc (till where-evcr I remove ; 
There *s no retreat iecure from Fate or Lore. 
My foul from yours no diftance can divide, 
No rocks nor caves can from your prefence bide. 
By day your lovely form fills all tny fight, 
Nor do I lofe you when I lofe the -light ; 
.You are the charming phantom of the night. 



I 
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till your -dear image dances in my view, 
Ind all my reftlefs thoughts run (Ell on you. 
fou onlyare the (leeping poet's dream, 
Vnd, when awake, you only are his theme. 
'Vere I by fome yet harder fortune hutTd- 
To the remoteft parts of all the world ; 
rhe cotdeft northern clime, the torrid zone, 
•hould hear me (ing of you, and you*' alone, 
riuit pleating talk (hould all my hours employ, 
•pent in a charming-melancholy joy. 
The chorus of -the birds,- the whifpering boughs, 
lad murmuring dreams, mould join to footh my woes, 
iffy thoughts of you (hould yield a fad delight, 
Vhile joy and grief contend like day and night. 
Vith fmiles and tears, refembling fun and rain, 
To keep the plcafure, Pd endure the pain. 
f 4uch content my troubled foul could know, 
uch fatisfa&ion mix'd with fo much woe $ 
f but my thoughts could keep my wifhes warm, 
Vh ! how would your tranfporting prefence charm 1 ' 
low pleafant would thefe- pathlefs wilds appear; ' 
Vere you alone my kind companion here ! ! ' 
Vhat mould I then have left me to deplore ? 
)h ! what fociety to wi(h for more* 
lo country- thou art in can def art be* 
knd town! are dcfolate, deprived of thee, 
laoifli'd with thee, I could an exile bear ; 
lanifh'd from thee, the baniftiment lies there* 
to fome lonely ifle with tliee could fly, 
Vhcrc not a creature dwells but thou and I; 
• : S3 5*\*» 
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WhTe a wide-fpreading main around us roars*, 
Befprinkling with its foam our defart fhores j 
Where winds and waves in endief* wars engage,. 
And high- wrought- tides roll wkh eternal rage; 
Where (hips far off their fearful courfes fteer,. 
And no bold veflel ever ventures near. 
Should riling feas fwell over every coaft*. 
Were mankind in a.fecond deluge loft % 
Did only two of. all the world furvive, 
Only one man,, one woman, left alive ; 
And fhquldthe Gods that lot to us allow, 
Were I Deuoalion v and my Pyrrha thou j 
Contentedly I (hould my. fete. embrace, 
j And would not beg them' to Be new our racer 
All my rnqft. ardent wijbe& 'would implore, 
All 1 mould afk from r each indulgent Power, 
Would be to keep thee fcfe, and have no more. • 

Your cruelty occafions all my fmart, 
Your kindne.fs could reljore my bleeding heart : 
You work roe to a ftorra i; ypu make me calm ; 
You givexhc wound, andean iofufe the balm* 
Of you I boaft, of you alw.e. complain, 
My greatcft -plcafure, and my greatcft pain. 
Whene'er you grieve, I can no comfort know*. 
And when you firft are pleas'd* I muft be fo- 
While you are well, there's no.difcafe 1 feel j 
And I enjoy no health when you are ill. 
Whatc'er you do, my actions does direct ; 
Your fmile can raife me, and your frown deject. 
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Whorae'er you love, I by the felf-fame fate 

Love tpo; and hate whatever wrench you hate.. 

With yours my wiflies and my paflions join, 

Ypur.humour, and your intereftj all is mine* „ t 

I fhare in all ; nor can my fortunes be 

Unhappy, let but Fortune fmileon thee. 

You.cajxprt&rvei.you only can deftroy ; . | 

Increase my forrow, . or create my joy,. . . 

F*oq>ypu, and you -alone, my doom I wait, 

You are the Star whofe influence xules my fate. 

On yoilrs my being a#d my life depend, • ■ / ' • ■* 

And mine fhall laiVno more when yours rnuft.end* 

No toil would be, too great, no talk, too hard,, 

-Were you. at lad to >be my rich .reward. 

In ferving you, JPd fpend my Jateft breathy 

Brave any danger* run. on, any death, 

£ live but for your fafee j and when I die*. 

All I (hall pray for is, may you be by I 

No life like living with. thee can delight,. 

No death can plcafe like dying ip thy fight; 

Oh ! when.! muR,. by Heaven's fevere decree, 

Be fnatch'd fronvall that's dear, be fnatch'd from thee* 

May'ft thou* be prefent to difpsl my fear, 

And foften with thy charms the pangs I bear 1 

While on. thy lip§ I pour- my panting breath,, 

Look thee all o'er, and elafpctheeiclofe in death j 

Sigh out my foul- upon thy panting bread', y 

And, with aipafijon not to be ejcpre&'d, ' f- 

Sink at thy: fot-into eternal, reii ! J 

S\ A PAS- 
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A PASTORAL ELEGY 

ON THE DEATH OF DELIA. 

BY THE SAME. 

<* Quam referent Mufoe, vivet; dum robora telfos, 
" Dum caelum ftellas, dum vehet amnis aquas." 
TlBULLUS, I. h. 65. 

THYRSI8. 

CTAY, wretched fwain, lie here, and here lament j 

*^ Prefs not too far your ilrength already fpcnt. 

Long has diffracting forrow made you rove 1 

Through every defart plain and difmal grove, f 

Still filent with excefs of grief and love. * 

Feebly your trembling legs beneath you go, 

And bend o'erburdened with their load of woe. 

Stay, and this melancholy grotto choofc, 

A proper manfion for a mourning Mufe. 

Lay your tirM limbs extended on the mofs, 

And tell the liftening woods of Delia's lofs r 

Here the fad Mufe need no difturbance fear. 

For not a living thing inhabits here. 

Mufick may give your forrows fome relief, 

And I, by liftening to you, {hare your grief. 

D A P H N I 8. 

What mufick now can my fad numbers boaft ! 
What Mufe invoke I alas 1 my Mufe is loft. ' 
Long fince my ufelefs pipe was thrown afide, * 
My reeds were broke that hour that Delia died. 

From 
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From her alone their infpiration came, 
She gave the verfe, and was the verfe's theme. 
For ever ihould ray forrows keep me dumb, 
Silent as death, and hufli'd as Delia's tomb, 
Did not the force of Love unlock my tongue, 
Left her dear beauties mould remain unfung. 
Her charms let every Mufe confpire to tell, 
And, that once done, let every Mufe farewell. 
This the laft tribute of my verfe I bring, 
To fing her death, and then no more to fing. 

Be flill, ye winds, or in fort whifpers blow; •% 

Ye purling ftreams, with gentler murmurs flow j V 
Let lambs forbear to bleat, and herds to low. J 

Let all in eafy mournful numbers move, 
Let all be foft, and artlefs as my Love. 

Oh ! . (he was every way divinely fair, 
Charming in perfon, and in foul finccre. - 
She was, alas ! more than the Mufe can tell, 
Well worthy love, and was belov'd as well. 
She was — alas ! thefe tears that faying draws, 
Oh ! 'tis a cruel, killing word— Sb$ nuast 
Now (he no more muft tread the flowery plains, 
No more be gaz'd at by admiring fwains. 
Mo more the choiceft flowers and dailies choofe, 
Or pluck the pafture for her tender ewes. 
Say, ye poor flocks, how often have ye flood, 
And from her lovely hands receivM your food t 
Now ye no more from thofe fair hands mud feafr, 
Thofe hands which gave the flowers a fweeter tafle. ; 
Mourn her, by whom ye were fo often fed, 
-.And cry with me, the fhepherdefs is dead. 

I TVa* 
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This the laft tribute of my vcrfc I bring, 
To ling her death, and then no more to fing. 

Weep for her lofs, relenting Heaven, and keep* 
Time with our tear* I Heaven feems apace to weep*. 
In murmuring drops the mournful rain diftills, 
And fable clouds wrap round the (ides of hillsw 
The goat forbears to browze, the tender ewe 
Will drink no longer of the faliingdew. 
No morning larks their mounting- wings difplayy. 
Or chear with warbling airs the du&y day. 
On dropping boughs fad nightingales complain* 
Join in my fongs, bur fing like me in vain. 
In doleful notes the murmuring turtles coo, 
Each of them feems. t' have loft a Delia too* 
The melting air in mifts its forrows- mews. 
And cold damp fweat the face of earth bedews* 
With tears the River-gods enlarge their fpring* 
Swans in- fad (trains on fwelling waters fing. 
In fighs the God of Winds his pafiion vents,. 
And all, all Nature for her lofs laments. 
This the laft tribute of my verffc I bring, 
To ring her death, and then-no more to (ing. 

How often, on the banks of filver Thames, . 
!Mv eyes on hers, and hers upon the dreams, 
Has (he ftood Men ing when I told my flames I 
How often has a fudden, (idelong look, 
Seem'd to conftfs her pity when If poke I 
Pity I tad* though I could never move 
In her cold breaft the lead return of love* 
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Pfty from her more welcome did receive,, 
Than all the love another fair could give. 
And it was foraev forote fmall relief to fee 
She lov'd not others, though fee lov*d not me» 
Say, gentle Thames, how often have I (food, 
Viewing her. dear reflection in your flood ! 
When on her fee I durft not gaze for fear, 
How often have I look'd, and found it there! 
How often hare I wife d my verfe might prove 
Smooth as your, ft ream, whene'er I writ of Love f 
SaV, how your courteous waves would never flow" 
O'er any path where fee was u«'d to go, ' 
Now let yourTiver, like my eyes, run o'er,. 
Ihfult with- fuller tides the defart feorc, 
And drown thofe banks where Delia walks no more. 
This the laft tribute of my verfe I bring, 
To fiog her death, and then no more to ling* 

Blue violets and blufeing rofes, fade, 
Fold your fi Ik leaves, and hang your drooping head, 
Shut up> your fweets, and feem, like Delia, dead ; 
Let Spring run backwards, and the vintage blafl, 
Let conrtant feowers lay all the country wade ; 
Let flames unto the centre downwards tend, 
Aid let the floods, untofs'd by winds, afcend ; 
Let all things change* and wear another face,. 
Let Nature not appear- the fame fee was ; 
Let fowl to dwell beneath the waters try, 
And let the watery herd attempt to fly ; 
Let wolves protect the flocks upon the plains, 
Let bafhful virgins woo difdainful fwains j 
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Let favage Death its cruelty purfue, 
And, fince my Delia 's dead, let me die too : 
This the lad tribute of my verfe I bring, 
To fing her <leath, -and then no more to fing. • 

See, where the God of Love all fad appears, 
His fmoaking torch' extinguuVd with his tears.- 
Well may he weep tor his declining power,- . 
His charm fa done fines Delia is no more* . 
Through her he conquer'd, and through her he reign'd r 
Her beauties hit decaying fway fuftain'd, 
And, ibe now-gone, his empire is difdain'd. • 

See, where Diaoa, with -a (lately train • 
Of*goodly nymphs, -defcends upon the- plain- ; 
Each of them weeps, and leans upon her bow, - 
And. mourns her fellow Delia wanting now. 
The Goddefs grieves, to fee her train decreas'd* - 
And f welling fighs fhake every virgin bread. 
Unhurt they let tfye flags befide them pafs, - 
Nor follow boars that tempt them to the chace. 
Io feveral forms of woe their grief they vent, 
And all with me for Delia's lofs lament. 
This the lafl tribute of my verfe I bring, 
To fmg her death, and then no more to fing. 

Look yonder, where the lovely nymph is laid, 
I'll go, and on her earth recline my head, 
Choak with my fighs, and haften to the dead. . 
Come hither, all ye fwains, with garlands come, 
Pour out your richeft perfumes on her tomb. 
Let myrtles on her grave unplanted grow, 
In ready wreaths for every lover's brow. 

Let 
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Let flowers .unknown before be daily feen 

To raife their heads above the fpacious green, 

pillions of blooming fweets her- earth furround, 

A*d< balmy gums diftill upon the* ground j 

Here let the tuneful Mufe for ever ceafe, 

To gi ve unutterable forrow place $ 

Let fighs and (beaming tears refume their courfe, 

And my fad eyes be their eternal fource : 

I'll go, and choofe fome melancholy cave, 

As undi(turb'd'<and fecret as the grave. 

VU feaft my eyes with nothing fair on earth, 

Hor (hall my ears hear any found of mirth. 

Farewell, ye charming choirifters that dwell 

In' facred groves ; ye warbling birds, farewell. 

Adieu, ye nymphs, adieu ye fellow fwains, 

Ye (ilver dreams, fweet fwans, and flowery plaint* 

Farewell, all happy days and fmiling hour*, 

Refre(hing valleys and delightful bowers. 

Adieu to every grotto, every grove, 

Adieu to Poetry, adieu to Love ! 

PHOEBUS AND DAPHNE. 

FROM OVID'S METAMORPHOSES, BOO^C I. 

BY THE SAME. 

^^O beauteous nymph could youthful Phdefbus move, 
^^ Till Daphne's charms infpirM him firft wkh lovej 
A virgin, fprungf from Pcneus' Silver -dream, 
Fair as the cryftal waters whence (he came. 
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No blind effc&s of chance fubdued the god, 

But jufl revenge which injur'd Cupid ow'd ; 

For Phoebus faw Jrim as his bow he drew. 

And, fcoffing, -cry'd, " Thofe ape not arms for you? 

To roe your quiver and your {hafts rtfign, 

They load your moulders, but fit well on mine; 

Your arrows drop from your enervate arm* 

And are not fent with force enough to harm ; 

But, when I fhoot, with my unerring hands, 

On the fleet (haft as fleet a death attends. 

Witnefs the monftrous Python lately (lain, * 

Againft whofe fcales your darts had been in vain, f 

He flill had liv'd, and ravag'd all the plain. ' 

In yonder vale by me behold him kill'd, 

Shedding his poifonous gore o'er all the field. 

Be you content to kindle amorous fares, 

J nf pi ring childish loves and foft defires,? 

Attempt not things beyond your feeble powers, 

•Hold your own empire,. and ufurp not ours. 

The ilighted God, in (hort, replies, by thee, 

•Let other breads be piere'd, but thine by me. 

As human force is conquer'd by divine, 

So (halt thou find my powers excelling thine." 

He fpoke, and fpread his wings, and mounted <opt 
Nor refted till he reach'd Parnaflus' top. 
.From his full quiver all his darts he drew, 
And from them all he made his choice of two. 
Differing the pafiions which their points create, 
The one producing love, the other .hate? 

With 
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With this the beauteous virgin's bread be pierc'd| 
But he wounds Phoebus deeper with the firft. 
•High on the mountain's utmoft cliff he flood, 
And took his fatal aim, and fhot the god: 
♦Swiftly it flies through his envenomM reins* 
fires all his blood, and poifons all his reins* 
The deadly fhafts their purpos'd ends obtain j 
Work love in hiro, in her as fierce difdain. 

Her only joy was ranging through the grove. 
To (hun her lovers, and their tales of Jove. 
There the wild boars were wounded with her fpear; 

Her only paflion was to conquer there. 

AH her attire was like Diana's train. 

Alike her humour in avoiding men. 

Her numerous courtiers met with numerous flight** 

She fled from Hymen and his hated rites : 

Oft had her father prompted her to wed, 

By fond defircs of future grandfons led : 
Oft had he told her, that me ow'd a debt 

Of fmiling nephews, which he hop*d-for yet. 
.She darts, and thinks (he underdands him wrong, 

Nor would have heard it from another tongue* 

Then, hanging on her father, thus Ihe pray'd. 

" Oh ! only lov'd of all your fex, Ihe faid, 
-Oh ! give me leave to live and die a maid !'* 

He, too indulgent, yields, but yields in vain, 

To what flie cannot from herfelf obtain ; 

That matchlefs form was made to be admir'd, 

•And ihe is, in her own defpight, dcuYd: 

Tho 
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The yotsthful Phoebus courts her for his bride, 
And loves too fiercely to be long deny'd. 
With hopes, he would not for*his godhead lofe, 
By his own oracles deceived, he wooes. 
As fiies in fpacioiis fields bfJrubble thrown, "J 

When the firft Maze oPflame is- once begun, f 

The winds •with fury drive the torrent on : v 

So burns the god, and fo receives the fires, 
And Tooths with flattering' hopes his fond defires. ' 
He fees her hair difhevel'd on her back, 
And part in circlet, twining round' her neck. 
" If fuch their charms diforder'd thus, he cry ? d, • 
Ah ! what if Nature were -with Art fupply'd I" 
He fees her fparkling eyes, that fhine like ftars, 
But with an influence far more ftrong than theirs, 
He fees her balmy fips, and longs to kifs } 
For, oh ! he is not fatisfy'd he fees. 
Her hands and arms fill his unwearied fight j 
He looks on all with* wonder and delight. 
He fees her fnowy thighs, v her fwelling bread; 
If aught lay hid, he dill concludes it bed : 
And yet in vain is all the God can fay, 
The dear, difdainful virgin will not day, 
But flies the fwifter, as*(he hears him pray. 
" Stay Daphne, itay, it is no foe purfues, 
I follow not as ludful Satyrs ufe : 
The trembling deer fly from the lion fo, 
The lambs from wolves, each from his mortal foe. 
They by their fwift purfuit their prey defign j 
But love, the tendered love, occalions mine. 

Beware, 
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Beware, deir maid, left any barbarous thorn 
Tear thofe foft limbs, too beauteous to be torn. 
Rough art the ways you follow with fuch fpeed, 
Ah ! yet beWafe, be cautious how you tread ! 
Dr {lay, or do not make fuch dangerous hade ; 
[ too will ftrfy, or not purfue fo fait. 

Stay, Daphne, Hay, ah ! whither do you run * 
Alas 1 fond nymph, you know not whom you fhun ? 
tf © #uftic labouring hind, no favagc fwain ; 
[ keep no lowing herds upon the plain : 
Dclpnos and Tenedos my rule obey, 
[q federal ides I feveral fceptres fway ; 
All nations offer incenie at my flirine, 
And all thofe beams that light the world are mine : 
Jove does acknowledge me his darling fon, 
And give* me power the greateft next his own : 
[ know what Time bears in her teeming womb, 
And all that was, and is, and is to come : 
I teach foft numbers to the mighty Nine, 
The wondrous harmony they make is mine : 
Sure are the wounds I fend from every dart, 
But Love made furcr when be pieTc'd my heart t 
To the fick earth fafc remedies I give, 
Allotting man a longer time to live ; 
To me the -ufe of every herb is known, 
Vain art, alas 1 fince Love is cur'd by none ! 
To ail betides, they do their aid afford, 
UnabTe only to reneve their Lord." 

Much more, he would have told the flying fair, 
But the regardlefs virgin would not' hear/ 

Vol; II, T With 
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With doubled fwiftnefs (he out-runs the wind, 

-And leaves his yet unfiniuVd fpecch behind. 

The winds, that rofs'd her flowing robes abroad, 

^hew'd a whole Heaven of beauty to the God, 

Her naked limbs to his full view difplay*d-; 

The God, the ravrfli'd God, faw all the maid. 

JHer every ftep inflames his fierce defires, 

Her every motion fans the raging fires. 

Still the fair nymph grew lovelier as (he fled, 

Loofe in the ah: her golden locks were fprcad. 

And her cheeks glow'd with an unufual red. 

Th'impaticnt God admits no more delay, 

And throws no more unheeded words away: 

Stronger his pliant limbs he drives to move, 

Love urges on, he takes new force from love. 

So the fwift greyhound, when his game he views, 

With eager ftretch o'er all the plain purfues; 

!Now comes fo near, that he is fore'd to (loop, 

With the falfe hopes he has to fnatch her up : 

The trembling hare runs on with dreadful doubfy 

Whether (he is already -feiz'd or not; 

She ufes all her art to help her -flight; 

And doubles juft enough to fcape the bite. 

So Daphne flies, wing'd with her mortal fear j 

Wing'd with his love, fo Phoebus follows her* 

But he dill gains advantage in the race, 

For Love redoubles his impetuous pace. 

With arms expanded, he purfues the fair, ^1 

And plies his eager feet fo very near, f 

She feels his breath warm through her.flvinp- Jiair. J 



£he feels his breath warm through her .flying .hair. 
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Now, as. her utmoft force was well-nigh fpent^ 
od her 6'er-labourM kgs began to faint; 
sr<courfe to that delightful dream (he bend*, 
r hich from her father's fitaer urn defcends : 
r ith moving looks the water the furveys, 
nd thus the fad and lovely fuppliant prays? 
Oh ! fave me yet, ere I am quite betray *d, 
cert your godhead, and preferve a maid ? 
o fome new form change my too charming ihape, 
r let me lofc my being, to efcape ! 
Immsdiate grant was .given her as fte pray'd, 
nd fudden numbnefs through her limbs was fpreadi 
hin films o'er all her lovely frame are caft, 
.nd with clofe folds they com pals- in her waift; 
er hair to leaves, her arms, to Ranches iboot, 
[er feet, depiiv'd of fft'iftnefo, form the root j 
Tcr beauteous head chang'd to the leafy top, 
incl yet not wholly, ere the God came up : 
or now he ran with more immoderate Ipeed, • • 
lut not with hade enough t* embrace the maid j 
till lovely, though of human drape bereft, 
Vnd he ftill loves her in the fhapc ihe'aslcft. 
le lays his hand upon the new made plant, 
^Vhile yet her heart beneath the rind did pant j 
le clafp'd her, with the thought of what fhe 'ad bceftp 
\nd, oh ! he wifh'd her ftiil the fame as then; 
kVith the fame fcom his kitTes (he difdain'd, 
-ler fcorn, alas ! was all fhc lull rttainM. 
' I have thec now, fuch as thou art, he cry'd, 
Had thou lhalt be mv tree, though not my bride* 

X a My 
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My quiver (hall be hung upon thy boughs, 

And *hy clever leaves be:wreath'd about my brows. 

Thou (halt the heads of demi gods adorn. 

And he bv poets and their heroes worn. 

When Caefar (hall from vanquiw'd nations* come, 

Drawn in his chariot through the ftrects of Rome; 

When to the capitol their fpoik they bring, 

And Io Paeans make th? temple ring* 

Then, planted at Auguftus' gilded doors, 

Thou, li^e an houfhold god, fhalr guard his floors. 

And as the treiTes on my youthful head 

Keep their firft luftre ftill, and never fade ; 

The verfiant beauty of thy leaves (hall laft, 

Not to he withered by the Winter's blaft." 

Thus the God finifh'd ; and the Laurel bow'd 
Her branches down, to thank the bounteous God. 

JUPITER AND EUR OP A* 
FROM OVID'S METAMORPHOSES, BOOK IL 

BY THE SAME. 

/"^* Reatnefs does always our defires oppofe, 
^-* And Majefty and Love are mortal foes. 
Jove knew too well, it hinder'd the defign, 
He coafd not compafs in a form divine. 
He cafts his eagle off and royal crown, 
And lets his holts- fall to the pavement down. 
Divefted thus, he quits the bled abode, 
Without one maik left to reveal the God : 



He, 
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He, that was wont to reign, and rule on high, 

And (hake the world with thunder from the Iky, 

Of all the Gods the moft ador'd and fear'd, 

Now changes to a bull, and joins the heid. 

Large curls adorn'd his front, and hid his cheft, 

Of all he feem'd by far the nobleft bead, 

By fomething dill diftinguim'd from the rcftj 

His whitenefs did the new fall'n fnow excel, 

While it remains unfullied as it fell ; 

His horns were fmall, like glittering jewels bright, 

And feem'd defign'd for beauty, more than fight* 

His peaceful look no fi^ns of fury (hows, 

He wears no marks of terror on his brows. 

The royal maid beheld him with delight, 

Surpriz*d with pleafure at th* unufua fights . 

Yet was her pleafure firft allay'd with fear, 

Til), by degrees at lafl advancing near, 

With flowers more welcome than his heavenly food 

(Given by thole hands) (he fed the ravifli'd God. 

Softly, with fecrct joy, thofc hands he preft, 

Ami too, too eager, to be wholly bleft, 

Hardly, ah! hardlv, he forbears the reft. 

Now with large leaps he lx>unds upon the land, 

Anoa he rolls along the golden land. 

As ncr fears vanifh'd, (he approach'd the bcaft; ^ 

And, venturing farther, ftroak'd his panting breaft, P 

And crown'd his horns with flowers, too venturous f 

- atthelaftf J 

More favours thus th* unwary nymph beftow'd, 

Than lhe had given him had he feem'd a God. 

.T 3 .-..". • stin 
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Still daring more, down on his back (he fate, 

Alas ! fhe knew not who fuftain'd her weight. 

Then, then the God rofc with his wifh'd-fer prey. 

And, wing*d with his fuccefs, foon reach'd the fea. r 

Vain were her cries, all her refiftance vain, 

While 1 Jove in triumph bore her through the main. 

She cafh her eyes on the forfaken coaft, 

Which JefTen'd till the view was wholly loft : 

She figh'd r , and wept, and look'd defpairing back, 

Yet (till (he held his horns, dill clafp'd his neck; 

While with the winds her loofer garments flow'd, 

And -fpread a grateful covering o'er the God. 

NARCISSUS AND ECHO, 

FROM OVID'S METAMORPHOSES, BOOK Vh 

BY TRESAME. 

*TP IJ E vocal nymph this lovely huntfman view'dy 

"*■ As lie into the toils his prey purfued. 

Though of the power of fpeaking firft debarred, 

She could not hold from anfwering what fhe heard. 

The jealous Juno, by her wiles betray'd, 

Took this revenge on the. deceitful maid : 

For, when (he might have feiz'd her faithlcfs Jove, 

Qften in amorous thefts of lawlefs love, 

Her tedious talk would make the Goddefs flay, 

And give her rivals time to run away ; 

Which when lhe found, (he cried, " For fuch a wrong* 

Small bcthe power of that deluding tongue!" 

Immediately the deed confirm 'd the threats, 

For Echo only what ihe hears repeats* 

flow 
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Now at' the fight of the fair youth fhe glows, 
And follows filently where-c'er he goes. 
The nearer foe purfued, the more me mov'd 
T*hrotrgh the dear track he trod, the more me lov'd : 
Still her approach inflamM her fierce defne, 
As fulphurous torches catch the neighbouring fire. 
How often would fiie ftrive, but ftrive in vain, 
To tell her paffion, and confefs her pain ! 
A thoufand tender things her thoughts fuggeft, ^ 

With which (lie would have woo'd, but they, fuppreft > 
For want of fpeech, lay bury'd in her bread. J 

Begin (he could not, but me ftay'd to wart 
Till he mould fpeak, and fhe his fpeech repeat. 
Now feveral ways his young companions gone, 
And for fome time Narciilus left alone. 
" Where are you all ?" at laft me hears him call, 
And (he ftrait anfwers him, Where are you all? 
Around he*lets his wandering eye-fight roam, 
But fees no creature whence the voice fhould come r 
€f Speak yet again, he cries, is any nigh?" 
Again the mournful Echo anfwers, J. 
u Why come not you ?" fays he - f appear in view, 
She haftily returns, Wly come not you ? 
Once more the voice th' aftonifh'd huntfman try'd, 
Louder he call'd, and louder (lie reply'd. 
** Then let us join," at laft Narciffus faid : 
Then let us join, replied the ravifli'd maid. • 

Scarce had fhe fpoke, when from the woods fhe fprung,, 
And on his neck witli clofe embraces hung. 

T 4 But 
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But he with all his ftrength unlocks her fold, 
And breaks unkindly from her feeble hold- 
Then proudly cries, " Life (hall this bread ftrfake* 
Ere you, loofe Nymph, on me your pkafure take."' 
Ok me your pleafure take, the Nymph replies, 
While from her the disdainful huntfman flies. 

Repuls'd, with fpeed fhe fceks the glootnicft groves, 
And pines to think on her rejected loves ; 
Alone laments her ill-requited flame, 
And in the clofeft thickets fhrouds her fbanae. 
Her rage to be refus'd yields no relief, 
fiut her fond pafGon is increas'd by grief; 
The thoughts of fuch a (tight all fleep fupprcfc'b> 
And kept her languishing for want of reft : 
Now pints me quite away with anxious care, 
Her Ikin contracts, her blood cliflblves to air j 
Nothing but voice and bones fhe now retains, 
'Thefc turn to ftones, but ftill the voice remains: 
la woods, caves, bills, for ever bid fee lies,. 
Heard by all ears, but never feen by eyes. 

Thus her and other nymphs his proud difdain 
With an unheard-of cruelty h d (lain : 
Many, on mountains and in rivers borne,* 
Thus perifh'd underneath his haughty fcorn>: 
When one, who in their fuflerings bore a (hare, 
With fuppliant hands addre's'd this humble prayer: 
44 Thus may he love himfelf, and thus defpair !" 
Nor were her prayers at an ill hour preferred j 
Khamnufia, the revengeful Goddek,. heard. 
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Nature had plac'd a cryftal fountain near, 
The water deep, but to the bottom clear j 
Whofe filref Spring afcended gently wpy 
And bubbled foftly to the filcnt top. 
The fuiface fmooth as icy lakes appear r d% 
Unknown by herdfman, irndiitiarh'd by herd; 
No bending tree above its furfaee grows, 
Or fearers thence its leaves or broken boughs ; 
Yet at a juft convenient diftance flood ; 
All round the peaceful fpring, a ftarely wood, 
Through whofe thick tops no fun could (hoot his beams. 
Nor view his image in the filver dreams : 
Thither,, from hunring and the fcorchbg heat, 
The wearied youth was one day led by Fate. 
Down on his face, to drink the fpring, he lies ; *\ 

But, as his image in that glafs he fpies, > 

He drinks- in pa. lion deeper at his eyes. J 

His own reflection works his wild defire j 
And he himfelf fets his own felf on fire. 
Fix'd as ibrqe ftatue, he prcferves his place, 
Intent his looks, and motionless his face. 
Peep through the fpring his eye-balls dart their beam3> 
Like midnight flars that twinkle in the ftreams. 
His ivory neck the cryftal mirror ftows, -^ : 

His waving hair above the furfaee flo\vs> t 

His chteks reflect the Hly and the rofe : J 

His own perfection all his paflions mov^l, 
He loves himfelf, who for himfelf was lbv'd ; 
Who feeks„ is fought; who kindles thedefires, * 

Is fcorch/d himfelf j, who is admir d* admires : 

0£ 
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Oft would lie the deceitful fpring embrace, 
And feek to faften on that lovely face j 
Oft with his clown-thrttftarms he thought to fold 
About that neck that (till deludes his hold, 
fre gets no khTes from thefe cozening lips ; 
His arms .grafp nothing* from himfetf he Hips ; 
He knows not what he views, and yet purfues 
His defperate love, and bums for what he views* 
Catch not fo fondly at a fleeting made, 
And be no longer by yourfelf betray'd } 
It borrows all it has from you alone, 
And it can boaft of nothing of its own t 
With you it comes, with you it flays, and fpr 
Would go away, had you the power to go ! 

Neither for fleep nor hunger would he mote, 
But, gazing, it ill augments his hopekfs love : 
SLrall o'er the fpring he keeps his bending head* > 
Still with that flattering form his eyes he fed, f 

And filently furveys. ■the treacherous made. » 

To the deaf, woods, at length his grief he rents, 
And in thefe words the wretched youth laments i 

u Tell me, ye hills and dales and neighbouring groves, 
You that are cQnfcious of fo many loves j 
Say, have you ever feen a lover pine 
Like me, or ever known a love like mine ? 
I know not whence this fudden flame fbould comes 
I like and fee, but fee I know not whom : 
What grieves me more, no rocks nor rolling fcas, 
No ftrong-wali'd cities, nor untrodden ways, 

Only 
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Only a (lender fiiyer.. (bream deftroys, 
And cafts the bar between our fundered joys* 
Ev'n he toafeems to feel an equal flame, 
The fame his paflion, his deiires the fame : 
As oft as I my longing lips decline 
To join with his, his mount to meet with mine* 
So near our faces and our mouths approach, 
That almoft to ourfclves we feemto touch : 
Come forth whoe'er phou art, and do not fly 
From one fo pafiionately fond as I ; 
I've nothing to deferye your juft difdain, 
But have been lovtf , as I love you, in vain. 
Yet all the figns of mutual love you give, 
And my poor hopes in all your actions live : 
When in the (bream our hands I drive to join, 
Yours (traight afcend, and half-way grafp at mine,. . 
You fmile my fmiles ; when I a tear let fall, 
You (hed another, and confent in all ; 
And when I fpeak, your lovely lips appear- 
To utter fomething, which I cannot hear» 
Alas ! 'tis I myfelf ; too late I fee, 
My own deceitful (hade has ruin'd me. 
With a mad pallion for myfelf 1 'm curs'd,. 
And bear about thofe flames I kindled fUft*- 
In fo perplex'd a cafe, what can I do ' . 
A(k, or be afk'd ? (hall I be woo'd, or woo * 
All that I wiih, 1 have ; what would I more ? 
Ah ! 'tis my too great plenty makes me poor. 
Divide me from myfelf, ye Powers Divine, 
Nor let his Being intermix with mine 1 

All 
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All that I love and wifh for now retake, 
A (Irange reqmft for one in love to make f 
1 feel my ftrength decay with inward grief, 
And hope to lofe my forrows with my life : 
Nor would I mourn my own untimely fate, 
Where* he I love allow'd a longer date : 
This makes me at my cruel ftars repine, 
That his much dearer life muft end with mine." 

This fald, again he turns his watery face, 
And gazes wildly in the cryftal glafs, 
While ftrcamii g tears from his full eye-lids fell, 
And, drop'bv drop, rais'd circles in the well: 
The feveral rings larger and larger fpread, 
And by degrees difpers'd the fleeting fhade; 
Which when perceiv'd, " Oh, whither would you g 
He Tries, ah ! whither, whither, fly you now? 
Stay, lovely (hade, do rot fo cruel prove, 
In leaving me, who to diftraclion love : 
Let me ftill fee what ne'er can be poftl-f>'d, 
And with the fight alone my frenzy feaft V 

Now, frantic with his grief, his rol>e he tears, 
And tokens of his rage his bofom bears : 
The cruel wounds on his pure body (how 
Like crimfon mingling with the whiteft fnow i 
Like apples with vermilion circles ftripc, 
Or a fair bunch of grapes not fully ripe. 
But, when he looks, and fees the wounds he made 
Writ on the bofom of the charming fhade; 
Pis fonow would admit of no relief, 
But all his fenfe was fwallow'd in his grief* 
•'■' I 
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As wax, near any kindled fuel plac'd, 
felts, and is fenfibly percciv'd to wafte $ 
s morning frofts are found to thaw away, u 

r hen once the fun begins to warm the day; 
» the fond Youth diflblves in hopelefs fires, 
nd by degrees confumes in vain deiires ; 
is lovely cheeks now loft their white and red, 
iminim'd was his ftrength, his beauty fled ; . , 

is body from its jufl proportions fell, 
^hich the fcorn'd Echo lately lov'd fo well. 
et though her firft refentments (he retain 'd, 
nd ftill remembered how me was difdain'd 1 
ic (igh'd ; and when the wretched lover cried, 

Alas," Alas, the woeful Nymph reply'd : 
hen when with cruel blows his hands would wound 
is tender breaft, (he ftill reftor'd the found, 
ow hanging o'er the fpring his drooping head, 
/ith a fad figh thefe dying words he faid, 

Ah! boy beloved in vain !*' Through all the plain* 
CHO refounds, Ab ! boy belov'din *vaia /" 

Farewell," he cries, and with that word he died | 
arenvell, the miferahle Nymph reply'd. 
ow pale and breathlefs on the grafs he lies, 
or Death had (hut his felf-admiring eyes. 
ow wafted over to the Stygian coaft, 
he waters there reflect his wandering ghoft ; 
1 loud laments his weeping lifters mourn, . . ■■;•■• 
/hich Echo makes the neighbouring hills return, 
Jl figns of defperate grief the nymphs exprefs, 
Sreat is the moan! yet is not Echo's lefs. 

SCYL. 
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♦SCYLLA'SPASSION FOR MINOS. 

FROM OVID'S METAMORPHOSES, BOOK Villi 

BYT -HE SAME; 

A Tower with founding walls ereAed (lands, 
■*■*■ The facred fabric of Apollo's hands. 
"His harp laid by, the icings their airs difpenfe, 
And vocjfl ilones receiv'd -their virtue thence. 
cThis Scylla, in the time of peace, afcends. 
And thence her look o'er all the lawns extends ; 
.'Now with delight fhe views the fpacious town, 
•Now, pleas'd with dropping little pebbles down, 
"Strikes a fweet mufic from the warbling ftonc. 
In times of war the felf-fame profpe& yields 
The pleafing horror of the bloody fields. 
Long had they now in equal balance hung, 
And doubtful vi£tory depended long. 
This gave her leifure to difcern and know 
The feveral leaders of the neighbouring foe, 
Minos their General mod of all (he knew, 
More than a virtuous virgin ought to do : 
Whether his helmet glitter'd from afar, 
And with its waving feathers threatened war j 

"* The ftory of €i Salmacis and Hermaphrocdtus," from 
the Fourth Book of Ovid, and that of " Cinyras and 
Myrrha," from the Tenth Book, are purpofely omitted : no 
elegance of numbers can atone for grof* indecency. N. 

Whether 
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^Whether his hands his fhining fword would weild* 
Or his ftrong arm raife his refulgent (hield j 
"What e'er (he faw him do, (he prais'd and lov'd, 
-And kept him flill in view where-e'er he mov'dV 
Whene'er he (hodk a fpear, or caft a dart, 
"She knew not which excell'd, his ftrength or art» 
Whene'er he drew a (haft, (he'd fwear, that fo 
£v'n Phoebus, would hirafelf difcharge his bow* 
3Sut, when his naked vifage he difclos'd, 
Xlis charming face to public view expos'd; 
"When on his foaming horfe be rode the plains, 
Ruling with (kitful hands the ftubborn reins ; 
"Then, like teiupeftuous-feas, her pa tf ions roll, 
jVlad her fick brain, and rack her troubled foul. 
Happy (he calls the courfer which he prefs'd; 
-Happy the launce he couch'd within his reft, 
Happy the v am plate that fecur'd his bread* 
Uow would (he think of flying to the foe, 
-And would have gone, had (he a way to go. 
^sTow head long .from the tower herfelf have fent, 

-Wind ventur'd life, to reach her lover's tent ; 

•^>pen the brazen : gates when Love infpirM, 

"^T)r a& whate'er the foe (he lov*d deiir'cL 

^Silent (he fate with a diftrafted look, 
"Till paflion gave her leave, and then (he fpokef 
" In this unhappy war and fatal (trite, 

Qt know not which- to yield to, joy or grief. 

"though 'tis myjfate to love my country's foty 

^ iiad not feen him had he not been.fo. 
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Yet might they let their fierce contentions fall, 
And, making peace, make me the pledge for all. 
Minos and J once join'd, our wars might ceaie, 
I And that alliance fix a lading peace. 
Well might your mother's charms a God fubdue, 
If ever ihe -could charm, dear Youth, like you 1 
Happy ! thrice happy I had I wings to fly 
To yonder tents where the lov'd £oc does lie ! 
I'd tell the dear difturber of my reft 
All that 1 feel, could it be all exprefs'd, 
And pour my foul into the charmer's breaft; 
Give all I can to make him once my own, 
All he fhould afk j all— but my father's erown : 
This love ih .11 ceafe, rhefe fierce defires fhall dk p 
I re J"by treachery ray vrifli enjoy. 
Yet,<ewhen a generous foe difputes the field. 
It is toot fafeft to refift, but yield. 
The tragic deftiny of his darling fon 
Has brought at laft thefc fatal mifchiefs on t 
In a juft caufe liis vengeful fwovd he draws ; 
Strong is his army, to maintain his cauie. 
Needs mud my charming hero profperous prove. 
Then let him owe his eonqueft to my love: 
Thus thoufands will be fav'd, who elfe muft Weed f 
And daily perifh, if the wars proceed. 
Minos will thus be fafe, and I be Weft; ' ' 
Elfe he may chance to peri(h with the reft: 
Some ra(h unknowing hand his fpear may dart, 
AgaiaU: my too, too venturous hero's heart j* 

Far 
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For who without concern his wounds could fee ? 

Or who would wound him, if he knew 't was he? 

*Tis then refolv'd j left fuch a chance fhould &ll 

Oar him I love fo well, I 'II hazard alt. — - : ' v . ; i 

My country and myfelf . one gift I'll join, 

And make the merit of his conqueft mine* . 

'To will is nothing, when we can't fulfil. 

For wretched want of power, the things we will* . 

The gates are kept with a fufficient guard, 

And every night my father fees them barrM. 

*Tis he deflroys my blifs j 'tis him I {ear j 

Would he were with the dead, or I were there ! 

Might l t not injuring him, my blifs purfue ? 

Indulgent Gods ! but why invoke I you ? 

We, our own Gods, have power ourfelves to blefs, 

And from ourfelves derive our own fuccefs. 

The only way to profper is to dare, 

For Fortune liftens not to lazy prayer. 

Others, inflanVd with fuch a fierce deiire, 

Have fore'd through all to quench their raging fire. 

Shall any othes then more refolute prove, 

Through fire and fword I'd force my way to love. 

Tet to aflift me here, I need not call 

For fire, or fword i my father's hair * is all. 

That, that mud crown my joys, and make me blcfty 

Beyond whatever elfe can be poflefs'd, 

Beyond what can be by my words exprefs'd." 
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* il Opus eft mihi crine paterno*" Ovid, Met. vjii. 78. 
The expremon is explained by the commentators, ** to 
" betray the fecret counfeli of her father." N- 
. Vol. II. U CEYX 
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CEYX AND HALCYONE; 
FROM OVID'S METAMORPHOSES, BOOK XL 

BY THE SAME. 

Ceyx, the fon of Lucifer and* king of Trachis •..city Is 
Thefialy, having been alarmed oy ieveral prodigies, pre- 
pared to go and confult Apollo's oracle at Claros *, to team 
the will of Heaven, and receive the Gods' Info ucYiom. His 
voyage ; the description of a ftorm and fhipwreck ; the de- 
scription of the God of Sleep and his ft&lace ; the lamen- 
tation of Hakyone, the daughter of -Solus and wife to- 
Ceyx, for the lofs of her huiband, with the change of 
both into fea~fowls». called after her name Halcyons j 
are the fubjecH of the following verfes, beginning wkb 
her fpeech. to her hulbaqd, to duTuade him from his id* 
tended voyage. 

" TTO W are you changM of late, my Lo*e? hew 
**"■*" So tirM of roe, foprefftng to be gone I [grow* 
What have 1 done, to make svy lord remove 
So far from her, who once had all his lovci? 

Is your Haloyone no longer dear ? «* 

Or, to whatever pi ace your courfc you (Veer, > 

Can you enjoy yourfclf, and ibe not there ? J 
Yet if you went by land 't were fome relief, 
For all that would torment me then were grief; 

But now, at once with grief aod fear opprcft, - 

A thoufand anxious thoughts deftroy my reft, t 

And not one dawn of comfort chears my breaft. J 

• « Ad Clarium par at ire Deum." Ovid, Met-XL^j;- N. 

3 The- 
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The ffcitfblefs feas arc ; vvhat> alas ! I fear 
1 muft nQt let my Ceyjf venture there. 
Ofc have I heard their- troubled waters roar,. 
And fcen their foaming waves farmount the fhore j 
Oft feen the wreck come. floating to die coaft, 
And vtftturous wvetehcsr bw their folly loft. 
Nor have I feldom fad inferiptions read 
On marble tombs, which- yet inclos'd 00 dead* 
Let mcalone, my Ceyx, 1* beliey'd, 
And be not by your flattering hopes deceiv'd. . 
Truft not the feas, although my father binds 
Within his rocky cavea' the. AruggUng winds. 
If once broke lobfe, nought can, their* rage rcftrain, 
They fweep o'er all the earth, fwell all the main ; . 
Drive clouds on cloiicls by an -abortive birth, 
From their dark wombs flafhing the thunder forth ; 
More, more than whao my feeble words expreiv . 
Which only reprefent their fury» lefs. ■■-»;" 
Let me perfuade, for I have feen them rage, ..' 
Seen all the wars the- fighting winds could wage. 
Did you. like me, their ftern encounters know, < - 
As daring as you are, you. would doc go. • - • . 
If all thii fail to move' \x>ur ftubborn, mind, 
And vou will go, oh ! leave not me behind;|» . ... '-. 
Take me -along, let me your fortunes (hare* i'. »>:... • \ 
There's, nought too liaid for Jove like. mine to*bear«./. 
\n itonm and calms' together Ictus keep, .,! ... ,..-,. i : 
i"ng{;th«T brave the dangers of the deep p.- ■ , ■ •, ) 
The grant of this. my flattering love allures* .; ... i ...| y 
Which knows no joys and feels no grief* but yours." 
U * Thus 
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Thus fpoke the lovely queen, ail drowned in tears; 
Nor was her hufband's paflion lefs than hers j. 
Yet would he not his firft refblves recall, 
Nor, fuffering her to venture, hazard alL 
He faid whate'er he fancy'ct might abate 
Her griefs, although his own were full as great* 
Yet all in vain he labour'd to reaaove 
The tender fears of her prophetic love* 
Still the fame fighs from her heav'd heart arifcj 
And the fame dreams flail bubble at her eyes* 
All this fucceeding not, " My love, he cry'd, 
(The lad beft fpeech that could be then apply'd> 
To you mould Ceyx' abfence tedious feero, 
Believe that yours is not lefs fo to him ; , 

For by my father's brighteft fires I fwear, 
By your dear felf, believe, my mournful deary 
Ere twice die moon renews her blunted horns* 
If dediny permits, your love returns." 

This juft fuffie'd to eafe her troubled heart. 
And of her many cares difpel a part. 
And now he bids them launch without delay, 
While me took truce with grief, to fail away. 
That lad command awak'd her deeping fears, 
And (he again icem'd all diftblv'd in tears. 
Around his, neck her circling arms die threw, 
And, mix'd with fighs, fore'd-out a faint adieu. 
Then, as he left her hold, too feeble grown 
(Robb'd of her dear fupport) to (land alone, 
The lad fad pangs, at parting, funk her down* 



} 
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TU' impatient feamen call upon their lord. 

And almoft bear him thence by force aboard. 

Then, having frx'd their oars, begin to fweep, 

And cleave with well-ttm'd ftrokes the yielding deep, 

Faintly her opening .eyes 7 jhfi (hip Survey, 

Which bears her lord and .her laft h«pes away* 

f n their own tears her rcernbhng eye-balls fwttn, 

Which hinder'd not but (he, didinguiflitd him * 

Too diflant now for words, aloft lie (lands 

On the tall «<leck, and (he upon the fands 

Wafts her lad farewell with her lifted hands. 

Then, as the (hip drove farther from the coaft, . 

And that dear object in the crowd was loft.; 

The flying bark her following -eyes purfue^ 

That gone, the fails employ'dlier late ft view. 

All out- of fight, (he feeks die widow'd<bed 

Where Ceyx and herfelf fo oft were laid : 

But now, half til I'd, the fad remembrance mov'd 

Of the dear man who made the whole belov'd. 

By this, the gathering winds began to blow, 

Their ufelefsvoars the joyful feamen (low ; 

Then hoift their yards, while, loofen'd from the mads, ■ 

The wide-ftretch'd fails receive the coming blafo. 

DESCRIPTION OP A STORM, AND SHIPWRECK. 

Now, far from either (hore, they ploughed their way, 
And all behind them and before was Tea ; 
When with ihc growing night the winds rofe 'higli, 
And f welling leas prefag'd a tcmptfft nigh. 
Aloud the nuilcrcties, " Furl all the fails | 
No longer fpread, to earth the flying gale*. v 

U 3 Bat 
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But his commands tne borne unheard away, 

Drown'd in the roar of a far louder fea. 

Yet of themfelvcs their talks the failots know, 

And are by former (forms ihftru&cd now. 

Some to the mads the Articling canvafs bind, 

And leave free pafTage to the raging wind. 

Some flop the leaks, while fome the billows caft 

Back on the fea, which rolls them back as raft. 

Tljus in confufion they their pans perform. 

While fighting winds i'nereafe 'th' impetuous florin* 

Arhaz'd the pilot fees the waves come on 

Too thick and faft fo; his weak fkill to (hun. 

On everv fide the thiearening billows-fall, 

And art is a a lofs to 'fca£e them all.- 

The cries of men, the rattling of- the fhrouds, 

Flcods dafh'd 6n hWds, and 1 clouds encountering clouds, 

Fierce winds beneath, above a thundering fky, 

Unire their rage to work the tempeft high. 

Vaft billows after bil'ovvs tumbling come, 

And rolling teas grow white with angry foam t 

To mountainous heights the fuelling furges rife, 

Waves pil'd on waves feem equal with the Ikies ; 

Now, ruming headlong with a rapid force, 

Look black as Hell, to which they bend their courfe. 

The (hip on rifing feas is lifted up, 

And now feems feated on a mountain top, 

Surveying thence the Stygian lakes that flow. 

And roll their diftant waters far below ; 

Now downwards with the tumbling billows driven, 

From Hell's profoundeft depth looks up to Heaven. 

Waves 
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Waves after waves the (hattcr'd vefTel crufh, 
All (ides alike they charge, on all they ru(h. 
While with a noife th' aflaulting billows roar, 
As loud as battering rains that force a tower. 
As lions, fearlefs and (ecu re from harms, 
Rum with prodigious rage on pointed arms $ 
Chaf 'd, if repuls'd, they run the fiercer on, 
And lath themfelvcs to fury as they run : 
So roll the feas, with fuch refiftlefs force, 
And gather ilrength in their impetuous courfe : 
Now dart the planks, and leave the veflel's fides 
Wide open, to receive the conquering tides ; 
In at the breach the raging waters come, 
All pre fling to purfue their conqueft home. 
Fierce Neptune now, who long alone had drove 
(As if too weak himfelf ) feeks aid from Jove. 
Whole Heaven diflblves in one continued rain, 
Descending in a deluge to the main, 
Whole mounting billows tofs it back again : 
Seeming by turns each ether to fupply; 
The (ky the feas, and now the feas the iky. 
Showers join with waves, and pour in torrents down* 
And all the floods of Heaven and Earth grow one. 
No glimpfe of light is feen, no fparkles fly 
From friendly ftars through the benighted iky* 
Double the horror of the night is grown, 
The temper's darknefs added to her own : 
Till thundering clouds (hike out a difmal light, . 
More dreadful than the depth of blacked night. 

U 4 Upwards 
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Upwards the waves, to catch the flames, afpire, 

And all the rolling f urges feem on fire. 

Now o'er the "hatches, mad with rage, they tower. 

And drive, poficfe'd of them, to conquer more : 

As a brave foTdier, whom the ftrong ddire 

And burning third df glory fet on fire, 

With more than common ardor in his breaft 

And higher hopes, fpuri'd farther than the reft, 

Oft fcales in tain a well-defended town, 

But mounts at length, and leaps victorious down.? 

Alone, of all, the dreadful (hock abides, 

While thoufand others perifli by his (ides : 

So the tenth billow, rolling from afar, 

More rigorous than the reft, maintains the war : 

Now gains the deck, and, with fuccefs grown bold, 

Pours thence in triumph down, and facks the ixrid* 

Fart, ftill without, the batter*d fides aflail, 

And where that led the way, attempt to fcale. 

As in a town, already harf poflefs'd 

By foes within it, and without it prefsM, 

All tremble, of their laft defence bereft, 

Aid fee no hope of any fafety left : 

No aid their oft fuccefsful arts can boaft ; 

At once their courage, and their (kill, is loft. 

HelplefsV'they fee the raging waters come ; 

Each threatens death, and each prefents a tomb? 

One mourns his fate in loud complaints and tears ; -i 

Another, more aftonifh'd, quite forbears > 

From fighfc or words too faint to tell his fears. J 

'*" '•'!•' ' This 
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This calls them blefs'd who funeral rites receive, 

Poflefs'd in quiet of a peaceful grave : 

This rears his fuppliant hands unto the (ky, 

And vainly looks to what he cannot fpy : 

This thinks upon die friends he left behind, 

And his (now orphan) children rack his mind a 

Haley one alone could Ceyz ftir, 

His anxious thought ran all alone on her. 

One farewell view of her -was all his care, 

And yet he fhen rejoie'd (he was not there. 

For a lad look, fain would he turn his eyes 

On her abode, but knows not where it lies. 

The feas fo whirl, with tfuch prodigious might, * 

While pitchy clouds, obfeuring Heaven from fight, > 

increafe the native horror of the night, J 

Now fpltts the mad, by furious whirlwinds torn. 

And now the rudder to the feas is borne. 

A billow, with thofe Ipoils encouraged, rides 

Aloft in triumph o'er the lower tides. 

Thence, asfomeGod'had pluck'd up rocks, and throw* 

Whole mountains on "foe main, Hie rambles down; 

Down goes flic ihip, with her unhappy freight, 

Unable to fuflain the prefling weight. 

Part of her men along with her are borne, 

Sunk in a gulph whence they muft ne'er return* ; 

Part catch at planks, in hopes to float to ibore, 

Or ftem the* temped till its rage were o'er. 

Ev'n Ceyx, of the like fupport potted, 

£wira$, undiftihgui&'d now, among the reft* 
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To h ; s wife's father and his own prefers 
His ardent vows for help, which neither hearr; 
To both r peats his ftill-negle£ted prayer, 
Calls oft on both, but oftener calls on her. 
The more his danger grew, the more it brought 
Her dear remembrance to his reftlefs thought, 
Whofe dying wifh was, that the friendly dream ' 
Would roll him to thofe coads whence late he cam< 
To her dear hands, to be interr'd by them. 
Still, as the feas a breathing fpace afford, 
Halcyone rchears'd forms every word. 
Half of her name his lips now finking found, 
When the remaining half in him was drown'd. . 
An huge black arch of waters, which had hung 
Nigh in the gloomy air, and threatened long, 
Burfting afunder, hurls the dreadful heap 
All on his head, and drives him down the deep* 
His father Lucifer, that difmal night, 
Sought to retire, to Uiun the tragic fight. 
^Jut, fince he could not leave his dedin'd fphere, 
Drew round the black e It clouds to veil him there. 
Meanwhile his wife counts every tedious hour, 
And knew not yet (he was a wife no more ; 
But works two robes again ft; his wiih'd return, 
To be by her and her dear Ceyx worn. 
She pays her vows to every power divine, 
Hut pays them frequented at Juno's flirine^ 
Bribes every goddefs at a mighty cod 
Of precious gums, but dill bribes her at mojL 



} 
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Vain we're -die gifts flic offer'd in her fane, 
She made her .loaded altars fmoak in vain j 
Where for his life and fafe return (he pray'd, 
Who was already loft, already dead. 
" Let me again, (he cry'd, my Cevx fee; 
And, while away, by your fevere decree, 
Let him give none the love that's due to me ! 
Let none, (he pray'd, before me be preferr'd !" 
And this atone of all her prayers was heard. 

The pitying Goddefs would no more receive 
Vows for that fuccour which (he could not give $ 
But from her altar (hakes her awful hand, 
And gives her faithful Iris this command : 

" Hafte quickly where the drowfy God of Sleep, 
Remote from day, does his dark manfions keep. 
Tell him, I bid him in a dream reveal 
To fad Halcyone, how Ceyx fell. 
All her misfortunes in her deep unfold, 
And by the vifion let her lofs be told." 

Thus fpeaks the Queen of Heaven ; nor Iris (lays 
To make reply; but, as (he fpeaks, obeys. 
Straight in a thoufand-colour'd robe array'd, 
And all her orient bow o'er Heaven difplay'd, 
Downwards (he Hides, to find the dark abode, 
And bear her meffagc to the flothful God. 

DESCRIPTION OP THE GOD OF SLEEP, 
; AND HIS PALACE. 

Near the Cimmerians, hid from human fight, 
Lies a vaft hollow cave, all void of light f 

Where, 
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Where, deep in earth, the God his court maintains, 

And, undifturb'd, in eafe.and fllence reigns j 

'Not feen by Phoebus at his rooming rife, \ 

"Nor at mid-day with, his moil piercing eyes, 1 

Nor when at evening he defcends the ikies. J 

Thick- gloomy mifls come (learning from* the ground, 

And the fog fpreadsa dufky twilight round j 

No crefted fowls foretell the 4ay's return. 

Nor with (hrill notes call forth the fpringing morn % 

No watchful dogs the fecret entry keep, 

Nor geefe more watchful guard the*cowt<of Sleep; 

No tame nor favage bead dwells there, no breeze 

Shakes the (lill boughs, or whifpers through the treeaj ■ 

No voice «f »man is heard, no human call 

Sounds through' the cave ; deep (Hence reigns o**er «U. 

Yet from the rock a iilver fpring flows down, 

Which, purling o'er the (tones, glides gently cm j 

Her eafy (Ireams with pleating murmurs creep, 

At once inviting and aflifting Sleep. 

At the -cave's mouth fpring pregnant poppies qp, 

And hide the entrance with their 'baleful top 4 

Whofe drowfy juice affords the nightly birth 

Of all the Sleep diffus'd and (bed on earth. 

No guards the patfage to this- court fecure, 

No jarring hinge fuflains a creaking door: 

Yet in the midft, with fable coverings fprcad, 

High/hot unihaken, (lands a downy bed. 

Where his foft limbs the (lothM Monarch lays, 

Diflblv'd- in endlefs luxury and eafc, 

< '■■-'.7 Tantaftic 
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Fantadic dreams lie fcatter'd on the. ground. 
And compafs him. in various figures round j 
More numerous than the fands that bind the ftas, 
Or ears of (landing corn, or leaves on trees. 
But Iris, new arrived, divinely bright j. 
Fills all the palace wkh uaufual light. 
Her garments, flowing with diffufive beams, 
Gild the dark cell, and chace the frighted Dreams t 
Away, they fly, to leave hei pafiage clear, 
And fliun the glories which, they cannot bear.. 
The God, his eye-lids draggling to unloofc, 
Seal'd by his deep unbroken (lumbers clofe, 
Half way his head uprears with (luggi(h pain,. 
Which heavily anon (inks down again, 
frequent attempts without fuccefs he makes* 
But, at the lad, with long, endeavour, wakes*. 
Jialf rais'd, and half ieclining- in his bed, 
And leaning on his hands his nodding head, 
With faultering words,. he a(ks the heavenly fair, 
What meftage from, her Goddefs brought her there t 

At once the God and Goddefs (he obeys, 
Delivering her commands in woadslike thefer 
*« Thou Peace of mind, thou mod propitious Pbwc% 
Thou meekeft Deity that men adose ! 
Thou, who giv'il eafe to every troubled breads 
And fet'ft tir'd limbs and feverifli fouls at red !' 
"Thou,, at whofe prefence eares and forrows flee* 
Under whofe guard the fetter'd Have is free, 
X-overs, the word of (kve^ftill finding eafe in, thee !:. 



J 
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Send thou a Dream, afluming Ceyx' form, 
Like him appearing (hipwreck'd in a florin; 
From whole pale lips his widow 'd queen may know 
His certain- loft, and her as certain woe. rt 

Here ends the finning Nymph^who d if res not ftay 
For farther words, but flies m haftc away. 
She feels the thickening mifts begin- to life, 
And conquering Sleep fteal o'er Ijer yiekl m& eye*. 
Thence by her painted bow her courie ibe bends, 
And the fame way (he came again afcencta. • 
Around his drowfy offfpring goes the God, * 
And chufes Mor phtus from among tfoc crowd. • 
None can like him a perfect man expeefs, 
His fpecch and mien, his action and his drefs: 
For he aione in human fhape appears ; . * 

While the lefs noble forms a fecofid wears, j 

Of fnakes, or birds, of lions, or of bears* J 

Still there 's a third, (till meaner in degree, 
Which (hews a field, a river, or a tree j 
Of things inanimate prefents the fcene, 
Hills, valleys, (hips or hou-fes, earth or main. 
Thef. thre. to j;f neials, kin^s, or courts belong; 
More \uii:ar Dieams wait lhc more vulgar thiong. " 
The firft or thefc their monarch fets at large, 
Difpatch'd to I'rachis, on Thaumantia's charge j 
Then ftaggering he returns, and feeks his bed, 
In whofe foft down he finks his drooping head; 
Again, his eve-lids are with deep oppreft, 
And the whole God diifolvcs again- to- reft. 

ft* 
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Swift as 1 thought, and fecret as the night, 
Morpheus on noifelefs pinions takes his flight ; 
His fleeting wings their filent courfe purfue, 
Soft as the liquid air they traveled through ; 
Who, now arriv'd, lays-by his ufelefs plumes, 
And Ceyx' form in his own court allumes : 
Naked he flood* as late berear*d of life* 
Clofe by the bed of his unhappy wife ; 
His hair ftill dropping feenVd, ftill wet his beard, 
Still fhivering with the cold all his pale frame appearMj 
When, with a mournful gefture, o'er the bed ■* 

Penfively hanging his dejected head, V 

All drown'd in well-diirembling tears, he faid : J* 

•* Is not your Ccyx, wretched woman, known ? 
Js he fo alter*d, or forgot fo foon ? 
Turn here, H^lcvone, behold him loft, 
Or, in your Cevx* ftead, behold his ghoft. 
To the relentlcfs Gods in vain you pray'd, 
You are deceiv'd, alas ! and I am dead. 
Jnirpriz'd bv ftorms in the ^Egean fea, 
Which caft my life and all my hopes 2way j 
Where, as I call'd on thy lov'd name, my breathy 
With half thy name pronounced, was ftopt in deaths 
This from no doubtful ineiTenger you hear, 
Tis I who tell it, I who perHh'd there. 
Arife and weep, now let your eyes run o'er, 
Tour once-lov'd Ceyx is, alas ! no more ! 
Let a few tears be to my memory paid, 
And, as you lov'd me living, mourn (he dead." 



He 
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He fpeaks, and adds to thefe his doleful word* 
A voice, (he too well knew, exprefs'd her lord's* 
The fame the gefture of his hands appears, 
Unforc'd his a£Hon, and unfeign'd his tears. 
She, frighted with the vifion, fighs and weeps. 
Torn with mod mortal anguifh as (he fleeps ; 
Then ftretches out her arms to hokl him there* 
Which came back empty through the yielding air. 
" Stay, (lay, (he cries, ah ' whithe* would you now .* 
We '11 go together, if again you go*." 

With her own. voice, and her dead huiband's fight*. 
Starting, (he leaves her dream, but not her fright. 
Awak'd, (he turns her fearful eyes around, 
And looks for him. who could no more be found. 
For now her maids, rais'd with her (hrieks, were come* 
And with their lamps enlighten'd all the room.. 
Not feeing what (he fought, enrag'd, (he tare 
At once her face, her habit, and her hanr. 
When a(k*d the caufc whence fuch defpair fhould fpriflg, 
And what fad lefs could fuch diftracYion bring; 
She wrings her hands, and beats her panting bread, ^ 
Long filent, with a load of forrow preft, I 

But thus, at lad, her cruel lofs confeft t J 

" There 's no Haley one, ah, ! none, (he cry'd ; 
With Ceyx, dearer than hcrfelf,. (he died- 
Now let no founds of comfort reach my ear, 
All mention of a future hope forbear, 



} 



Leave me, oh ! leave me to my juft defpair. 

Ah ! thefe, thefe eyes, my fhipwreck'd lord did fee 

And knew too well it could be none but he. 

Thefe 
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Thefe hands I ftretch'd, in hopes to make him ftay, 

But from thefe hands he (lid unfelt away ; 

No mortal grafp could hold his fleeting ghoft, 

And 1 a fecond time my Ceyx loll. 

He look'd not with the fame majeflic grace. y 

As when he liv'd, nor (hone his awful face * 

With the peculiar glories of his heavenly race. J 

His eyes were rix'd, and all their fires gone out, 

>Jo longer roll'd their fparkling beams about j 

The colour from his faded cheek was fled, •% ; 

And all his beauty with himfelf lay dead, > 

Retaining nought of all, except the ihade; J 

Retaining (till, though all the reft was gone, 

Too much, alas ! to make his (Jiadow known. 

Pale, wan, and meagre, by the bed he flood, 

His hair ftili dropping with the briny flood. 

Here, here in this, ah! this unhappy place, . V 

'Twas here he flood" — (he cry'd, and fought to trace, > 

But found no footfteps of his airy pace.— . J 

<* OU I this my too prefaging foul divin'd, 

When you forfook me to purfue the wind. 

But, fince compell'd by rigorous Fate you went, 

And this was deflin'd for the fad event ; 

Oh ! that together wc had put to fea, 

That fo with you it might have fwallow'd me I 

Abfent, I*m loft ; and ah ! though not with you. 

Yet am I wrcck'd, yet am 1 ruin'd too. 

Oh ! I were fprung from a mod favage kind, 

My foul as barbarous as the feas or wind, 
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If T, now you are gone, fljould wifli to ftay behind* 
t Vol. II. X No, 
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No, Geyx, no ; my much-lov'd lord, I come j 
And though not laid together in a tomb, 
Though far from mine your floating corfe is borne* 
Nor with my allies mingled in an urn ? 
"y*et on one marble (hall our names be told, 
And the fame ftone (hall both our ftories hold, 
"Where ages yet unborn with praifcfliall read 
<How I difdain'd to Kve when you were dead." 

Here, choakM with grief, (he the fad tale gave o'ej^ 
*Her f welling forrows would permit no more j 
Sobs, mingling with her words, their accents part, 
And fighs fly fafter'from her throbbing heart. 
How dawns the day, when (he with fearful hade 
"Goes to that fhore where (he had feenJhim laft. 
There while (he flood, reflecting on her lofs, 
Forgetting nought that might augment her woes. 
* c Here he took leave, (he cry'd j and here, (he faid, 
Unwilling to be gone, again he (laid j 
He gave me here, alas ! the laft embrace.? 
Then launch'd from this, ah I this unhappy place.* 
While all that paft (he labour'd to recall, 
Severely for herfelf remembering all ; 
And, while around her watery eyes furvey 
The wave- beat coaft and the ftill- troubled fea, 
Something (he-fpies from far come floating on, 
Though at the firft too diflant to be known ; 
Which, as the tide drove nearer to the coait, 
Prefents a man in a late (hipwreck loft. 
iShe pities him, whom yet (he does not know, 
And mourns his fate, fince Ceyx jperKh'd fo $ 
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Pities his wife, if he a wife had left, 

Like her of all (he reckon'd dear bereft. 

Now floating nearer to the fatal fhore, 

She eyes him more diftin&ly than before, 

While all her hopes diminifh, all her fears grow more. 

Apace her beating heart begins to pant, 

And all at once her finking fpirits faint. 

Now on the beach by tofling billows thrown, 

The corfe was to her fad confufion known, 

Herfelf the wife (he mourn'd, the man her own. 

*' 'Tis hp, (he cry'd, my dear, my (hipwreck'd lord, 

Whom I but too, too juftly, have deplor'd !" 

Then, with her hands ftretch'd to him where he lay, 

She faid what grief would give her leave to fay : 

4< Fed with faife hopes, have I your abfence borne 1 

And is it thus, ah 1 thus, that you return ? 

And do I live, and you bereav'd of life ? 

Ak ! wretched man, but more, more wretched wife !** 

Far in tl>e fea a pier erecled flood, 
To break the rapid fury of the flood. 
Thither (almoft beyond belief) (he fprings, 
Borne through the yielding air on new-grown wings j 
Along the furface of the fea (he flits, 
And wonders at her own unufual cries ; 
Now, hovering o'er his pale and bloodlefs corfe, 
In new-found notes laments her fad divorce ; 
Now, {looping, perches on his watery face, 
And gives him with her bill a ftrange embrace ; 
Whether he felt it, or the circling flood 
Then chane'd to move him, is not yet allow'd j 

X a Yet 
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Yet he took fenfe from her tranfporring touch 
(Ev'n on the dead the force of love is fuch). 
Aloft his now reviving head he rears, 
And mounts on pinions which refemble hers. 
Both chang'd to birds, their wings together move, 
And nought rcmain'd unchanged, except their love. 
In clofe embraces as before they join'd, 
And now o'er feas produce and fpread their kind. 
Seven davs (he firs upon her floating neft, 
While each rude blatt, imprifon'd and fuppreft 
Clofe in its cavern, leaves the fca at reft. 
Then every fail may fafel ; trull the deep, 
While all the winds lie huth'd, the waves afleep. 

TIBULLUS, BOOK I. EL. I. 

BY THE SAME*. 

T £T others. add to tbeir ine'reafing (tore, 
•*-* Till their full cotters can receive no ir.ore ; 
Let them plough land on land, and field on field, 
And reap whate'er the teeming earth can yield ; 
Wlw3Ui neighbouring foes in conftant terror keep, 
Ditlurb their labours, and diftract their deep: 
Ale may my poverty preferve from ftrife, 
In flothful iaf-ty, and an eafy life; 
While my imall houfe fhitlds off the winter fky, 
Ami daily fires my glowing hearth lupply; 
While the due feafon yields me iipen'd corn, 
And clufter'd grapes my loadened vines adorn; 

• See our Author's own account of the tranflations from 
Tibujlus, above, p. 225. N« 

While 
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While with delight my country wealth I view, 

And my pleas'd hands their willing tafks purfue, 

Still, as one vine decays, to plant a new ! 

Here I repine not to advance the prong, 

And chide a:id drive the fluggifli herds along; 

Nor am afham'd to lift a tender lamb, 

On the cold ground, forfaken of her dain. 

Duly the annual feftivals I keep, 

To purge my fliepherd, and to cleanfe my fheep, 

To pay the ufual offerings of a fvvain 

To the propitious Goddefs of the plain, 

Whom 1 adore, however (he appears, 

A ftock, or ftone, whatever form fhe wears. 

To all our country deities I (hew 

Religious zeal, and give to ail thtir due; 

The fir ft fair produft of the fertile earth, 

To the kind power whofe favour brings it forth j 

To Ceres garlands of the ripeft corn, 

Which, hung in wreaths, her temple gates adorn; 

Pears, apples, on 1'riapus are beftow'd, 

My garden fruits given to mv gat den God. 

You too, my Lares, (hall your gifts receive, 

And (hare the little that I've left to give : 

Once in full tides you knew my fortunes flow, 

But at their lowed ebb you fee them now : 

1 then had large and numerous lands to boaft, 

Your care ib lelien'd now, as they are loft : 

Then a fat calf a victim us\l to fall ; 

Now from my little flock a lamb is all $ 

X 3 Tfcat 
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That (till /hall bleed, and for the reft atone, 
-And that you dill may challenge as your own ; 
Round which our youth fhall pray, ** Yc Powers 

Divine, 
Blefs with your fmiles our labours, and affiga 
Fields full of corn, a vintage full of wine I 
Hear us, ye kind propitious Lares, hear ; 
Nor flight our prefents, nor reject our prayer f 
Take the fmall offerings of as fmall a board, 
Nor fcorn the drink our earthen cups afford ! 
Whofe ufe at fir ft from country fhepherds came. 
And Nature firft inftru&ed them to frame !" 

Let from my Sender folds the thieves abftain. I 
They ought not to attempt fo poor a fwain. 
I do not beg to have my wealth reftor'd, 
Again of large eftates the reftlefs lord. 
All my ambition is alone to fave 
The little all my fortune pleas'd to leave $ 
Nor (hall I e'er repine, while Fate allows •) 

A lUtle corn and wine, a little houfe, ? 

And a fmall bed for pleafure and repofe. J 

How am I raviflVd, in my Delia's arms 
To lie, and liften to the winter florins ! 
Securely in my little cottage ftow'd, 
Hear the bleak winds and tempeft fing abroad f 
And while around whole Nature feems to weep, 
By the foft falling rain be lull'd afleep ! 
This be my fate, this all my wifh'd-for blifs, 
And I can live, ye Gods ! concent with this. 

Let 
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Let others by their toils their fortunes raife, 
They merit wealth, who feek it through the feas*. 
Pleas'd with my fmall but yet fufficient (lore, 
l would not take their pains to purchafe rnore^ 
f would not dwell on the tempeftuous main, 
Nor make their voyages to meet, their gain ; 
Bur, fafe at home, fhretchM on a grafly bed,. ■*. 

Where the trees caft a cool refre firing (hade, > 

Free from the mid-day heat, recline my head;: J 

Clofe by the banks of a clear river lie, 
And hear the (liver dream glide murmuring by* 
Oh ! rather perifli all the mines of gold, 
And all the riches Earth and Cccan hold ; 
Than any maid fhouM my long abfence mourn,. 
Or grow impatient for my wifh'd return. 
You* my MefTala*. in the field delight,. 
War is your province, all your pride to fight. 
From fea and land, crown'd with fuccefs you come* 
And bring your fer-fetch'd fpoita in triumph hornet 
While I, detain'd by Delia's conquering charms, 
Enjoy no honours,, and endure no harms. 
I, who from all ambitious thoughts am free, 
Or ail, my Delia, are to live with thee ,• 
With thee to lengthen out my llothful days,. ^ 

Wrapt in fafe quiet and inglorious eafe,. > 

Alike defpifihg infamy and praife. 5' 

With thee, I could myfeif to work apply* 
Submit to any roil, fo thou wert by : 
With my own hands my own pofleflions till* 
Drive my own herds, fo thou were with me ftilL. 

X 4 Willi 
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With thee, no drudgery would uneafv be, 
All wX>uld t>e foften'd with the fight of thee ; • " 

And if my longing arms might thee embrace, % 

^Thougfron the cold hard earth, or rugged graft, > 

The mighty pleafure would endear the place. i 

Who can in fofteft down be reckon'd bleft, 
Whoie unluccefsful love deftroys his reft ? 
When, nor the purple coverings of his bed* 
Nor the fair plumes that nod above his head, 
Kor all his fpacious fields, nor pleafant houfe, 
Nor purling ftrcams, can lull him to repofe? 
What foolifli brave, allowed b / thee to tafte, 
Thy balmy breath, to prefs thy panting breaft, 
Rifle thv fweets, and run o'er all thy charms, 
And melt thy beauties ki hi* burning arms, 
Would quit the vafl delights wijick thou. could 'ft yield 1 * 
For all the honours of the dufty field ? 
Let* fuck as he his high-pFiz'd wars puifue, 
And, conquering there, leave me to conquer your* 
Let him, adorn**! in all the pornp of war,. 
Sit on his prancing horfe, and ihlne afar j 
Proud, when the crowd allembles to behold 
His troops in polifh'd fteel, himfelf in gold. 
At my lafl>hour, all I (hall wiih to fee, 
All I fhall love to lo©k on, will be thee* 
Clofe by my death-bed may my Delia.fland,. 
That 1 may grafp her with my fainting hand,. 
Breathe on her lips my laft expiring lighs, 
And> full of hex dear image, fhut my eyes. 

. ThtD> 
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Then, DcHa, you'll recent, and mourn my fate, 

And then be kind, but kind, alas ! too late. 

On my pale ligs print an unfelt embrace, 

And, mingling tears with kiiTes, bathe mv face. 

From your full eyes the flowing tears will ftrcam, 

And be, like me, loft in the funeral flame. 

1 know you'll weep, and make this rueful moan * 

You arc not flint, you are not perfect ftoiie. 

Wrong not my ghoft, my Delia, but forbear 

From this unprofitable grief, and fpare 

Your tender cheeks, and golden locks of hair. 

In the mean time, let us our joys improve, 

Spend all our hours, our years, our lives, in love. 

Grim Death purfues us with impatient hade, 

And age, its fure forerunner, comes too fait. 

The fwects of life are then no more enjoy \1, 

And Love, the life of all, is firft defiroy'd. 

That firft departs from our declining years, 

From weak decrepid limbs and hoary hairs. 

Now, let us now enjoy the full delight, 

"White vigorous youth can raife it to the height $ 

While we can ftorm a ftubborn damfers door, 

And with our quarrels make our pleafure more. 

I am the general here, and this my war; 

And in this fight to conquer, all my care-. 

All other battles hence, all other arms, 

Go carry wounds to thofc who covet harms ; 

Give them the dear-bought wealth their wars can yield 1 ,, 

With all the bloody barveft of the field; 

While: 
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While I at home my much-lov*d eafe fecure, 
Contented with my (mall, but certain (tore,. 
Above the fear of want* or fond defirc of more, 
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BY THE SAME. 

T See the chains ordain'd me to receive, 

* And the fair maid whofe charms have, won herffavc* 

JJo more my native freedom can I boaft,. 

But all my once-lov'd liberty is loft. 

Yet why fuch heavy fetters muft I wear ?" 

And why obey a miftrefs fb fevere ? 

"Why muft I drag fuch a perplexing chain,. 

Which tyrant Love will never loofe again ^ 

Whether I merit her efteem or fcom, 

Offending or deferving, ftill I burn. 

Ah ! cruel maid I thcfe fcorching flames remove* 

Extinguifh mine, or teach yourfelf to love. 

Oh ! rather than endure the pains I feel^ 

How would I chufe, fo to make off my ill, 

To grow a fenfelek (lone, fix'd on a barren hill ^ 

Or a bleak rock, amidft the feas be fer, 

By raging winds and rolling billows beat ! 

For now in torment I fupport the light, 

And in worfe torment wafte the lingering night* 

My crowding griefs on one another roll,. 

And give no truce to my diflra£ted fculj 

No fuccour now from facred verfe I find,. 

Dor can their God hirafelf compofe my mind- 

Tfo 
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The greedy maid will nought but gold receive, 
And that, alas ! is none of mine to give. 
Hence, hence, unprofitable Mufe, remove $ 
Hence, if you cannot aid me in my love. 
No battles now my mournful lines recite,. 
I fing not how the Roman legions fight : 
Nor how the fun performs his daily race, 
Nor how the moon at night fupplies his place* 
AH that I wifh the charms of verfe may provey 
Is for a free accefs to her I love ; 
For that alone is all my conftant care ; 
Be gone, ye Mu fes, if ye fail me there. 

But I by rapine rauft my gifts procure, 
Or lie unheard, unpitied, at her door ; 
Or from the fhrines of Gods the trophies bear, 
And what I rob from- Heaven prefent to her : 
Treat her, at other Goddefles expence and coft; 
But treat her at the charge of Venus moftj 
Her chiefly mall my daring hands invade, 
I to this mifery am by her betray'd j 
She gave me frrft this mercenary maid. 
O, to all aa;es let him {land accurft, 
Whoe'er began this trade in loving firft ! 
Whoe'er made filly Nymphs their value know, 
Who will not yield without their purchafe now ! 
He was the fatal caufe of all this ill, 
And brought up cuftoms we continue (till. 
Hence firft the doors of miftreiTes were barr'd r 
And howling dogs appointed for their guard. 

But, 
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Bur, if you bring the price, the mighty rate, 
At which her beauties by herfelf are fet ; 
The bars unloosed, lay open every door, 
And ev'n the confeious maftiflfs bark r.o more, 
Whate'er unwary inconfiderate God 
Beauty on mercenarv maids beftow'd j 
How ill to fuch was the vaft prefent given, 
Who fell th' invaluable gift of Heaven 1 
Oh, how unworthily were fuch endow'd f 
With fo much ill, confounding fo much gcod ! 
From hence our quarrels and our ftrifes commence, 
All our diflentions take their fpring from hence. 
Hence 'tis fo few to Cupid's altars move, 
And without zeal approach the fhrines of T ove, 
But you, who thus his facred rights prophane, 
And tout his votaries out for fordid gain ; 
Mav ftorms and tire your ill-got wealth purfue, 
And what you took fiom us retake from \ou I 
JWhile we with plcafure fee the flames afjiire, 
And not a man attempts to quench the fie ! 
pr, may you halle to your eternal home, 
And no fond youth, no mournful lover, come, I 

To pa" the laft fad fcrvice at your tomb : J 

While the kind generous ihc, who fcorn'd to piizc, 
Or rate herfelf at lefs than joys for joys ; 
Though (he her liberal plcafures mould out-live, 
And reach an age unfit to take or give; 
Yet, when toe dies,, toe toall not die unmourn'd, 
ls T or on her funeral pile unwept be burn'd : 
„ " But 
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But fome old man, who knew her in her bloom, 
With reverence of their paft delights (hall come, 
And with an' annual gailand crown her tomb. 
Then (hall he wi(h her, in her endlefs nip.ht, 
Her deep may pleating be, her earth be light. 

All this, my cruel Fair, is truth I tell, 
But what will unregarded truth avail ? 
Love, his'own way, his cmpiie will maintain, 
And have no laws prefcrib <l him how to reign. 
He rules with too, too abfolute a (way ; 
And we muft, in our own defpight, obey. 
Should mv fair tyrant, Nemefis, command 
Her humbled (lave to fell his native land, 
All, at her order, mould convert to gold, ■ 
Kor houfe nor houfeho!d-god remain unfold. 

Take the mod baneful limples Circe us'd, 
Or mad Medea in her bowls infus'd j 
Gather the dead lied herbs and ranked weeds 
The magic country of ThefTalia breeds 5 
Mingle the fureft poifons in my cup, 
And, let my Love command, I'll drink them up. 

TIBULLJJS, BOOK IV. ELEG. XIII, t 

, TO HIS MISTRESS. BYTHESAME. 

"T^T O other maid my fettled faith (hall move, 
■** ^ No other miftrefs (hall fupplant your love. 
My^flames were fcafd with this aufpicious vow, 
That which commene'd them then, confirms th$pi now. 

la 
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In you alone my conftant pleafure lies, * 
•For you alone feem pleating in my eyes. 
'Obi that you feem'd to none but me divine ! 
Let others look with other eyes than mine ! 
Then might I, of no rival youth afraid, 
All to myfelf enjoy my charming maid. 
I'm not ambitious of the public voice, 
To fpeak your beauties, or applaud my choice { 
None of their envious praifes are defir'd, 
I would not have the Nymph 1 love admir'd. 
He that is wife wilt not his blifs proclaim, 
"Nor truft it to the lavifli tongue of Fame ; 
•But a fafe filent privacy efteem, 
"Which gives him joys unknown to all but him. 
"To woods and wilds I could with thee remove, 
* Secure of life when once fecure of love ; 
To wait on thee could defart paths explore, 
"Where ne'er human footftep trod before ; 
Peace of my foul, and charmer of my cares, 
Thou courage of my heart, thou conqueror of my fearsj 
Difpofer of my days, unerring light, 
And fafe condu&refs in my darkeft night; 
Thou, who alone art all I wifli to fee, 
Thou, who alone art all the world to me ! 
Should the bright Dames of Heaven, the Wives of Gods, 
To court my bed, forfake their bleft abodes ; 
With all their charms endeavouring to divert 
•My hVd affections, and eftrange my heart; 
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TTo thee, vain rivals all the train (hould prove, "i 

"Vain fuit the glorious nymphs to me fhould move, r 
"Who would not change thee for the Queen of Love. ^ • 
All this 1 fwear by Jill the Powers Divine, 
But fwear by Juno mod, becaufe fhe's thine. 
Fool that I am ! to let you know your power! 
On this eonfefTidn, you'll infult the more ; 
In fiercer flames make your poor vafTal burn, 
And treat your fuppliant (lave with greater fcorn* 
But take it all, all that I can confefs, 
And oh ! believe me, that I feel no lefs. 
To thee, my fate entirely I refign ; 
My love, and life, and all 'my foul, 'is thine. 
You know, my cruel Fair, you know my pains, 
And, pleas'd and proud, •yo.u fee me drag your chain*. 
But, if to Venus I for fuccour flee, 
-She '11 -end your tyrant reign, and refcue me. 

A FAREWELL TO POETRY*. 

ST' THE SAME. 

A S famifiVd men, whom pleating dreams delude^ 
***- Seem to grow full with their imagin'd food j 
Appeafe their hunger, and indulge their tafte, 
With, fancied dainties, while their vifions laft ; 

Till 

' * Firft printed in " The Monthly Mifcellany," February, 
1692-3, with the following introduction by Mr. P. Mottcuxi 
'** An ingenious gentleman feems to bid adieu to his Mufe 

" in 
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Till fome rude hand breaks up the flattering fccne; 
Awaken'd with regret, they ftarve again : 
Scathe falfe Mufe prepares her vainer feafts, 
And (o (he treats her difappointed guefts : 
She promifes vaft things, immoral fame, 
Vaft honour, vaft applaufc, a deathlefs name ; 
But, well awake, we fi.id it all a dreara. 
Soft talcs (he tells with an enchanting tongue, 
And lolls our fouls with the Switching fong : 
How (he, alone, makes heroes truly great; 
How, dead long fmce, (he keeps them living yet 5 
Shews her Parnailus like a flowery grove, 
Fair and delightful as the bowers above j 
The fitteft place for Poetry and Love. 
We hunt the pleafures through the fairy coaft, 
Till in our fruitlefs fearch ourfclves are loft. 
So the great artift drew the lively fcene, 
Where hungry birds fnatch'd at the grapes in vain. 
Tir'd with the chace, I give the phantom o'er, 
And "am refolv'd to be deceiv'd no more. 

Thus the fond youth, who long in vain has ftrove 
With the fierce pangs of unfuccefsful love; 
With joy, like mine, breaks the perplexing chain j 
Freed, by fome happy chance, from all his pain, 
With joy like mine he grows himfclf again. 

c< in the following lines : but, fpight of his angry fit, I hope 
" that he is too much in love with her to be in earned." Mr. 
Hoi kins continued to write till within a few hours of kis 
death, as will appear by the poem which next follows. N. 

.3 A HYMN, 
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A HYMN, BY THE SAME, 

ABOUT AN HOUR BEFORE HIS DEATH* 
WHEN IN GREAT PAIN*. 
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TpO thee, my God, though late, at laft I turn; 
"*" Not for my fufferings, but my fins I mourn. 
For all my crimes thy mercy I implore, 
And to thofe mercies thou hall fhewn before, 
Add, Lord, thy grace, that I may fin no more. 
I beg thy goodnefs to prolong my breath, 
And give mc life, but to prepare for death. 
Pardon, O pardon my tranfgreflions pad ; 
Lord, I repent; let my repentance laft:— « 
Let me again this mortal race begin, 
Let me live on, but not live on to fin :— 
Which if thy heavenly wifdom find unfit, 
*Tky will be done, I humbly do fubmit. 
But let thy fovereign mercy bear the fway, 
Let juftice throw the flaming fword away, 
Or man can ne'er abide the dreadful day* 
O, by the crofs and paflion of thy Son, 
Whofe f acred death the life of man begun, 
By that dear blood which our redemption coft, 
And by the coming of the Holy Ghoft ; 
Deliver us amidft the life to come, 
In the laft hour, and at the day of doom ! 

* Firft printed in « The Student," 1751, N. 
VouII. y AN 
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AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND; 

BY MR. JOHN HOPKINS*. 

*Tp O you, dear youth, now hanifh/d from the fwains, 
■*■ Your rural friend, in rural notes, -complains j 
From my bleft groves, tliofe long-lov'd marrfions, hurl'd, 
Urg'd hy misfortunes, I mult view the world ; 
But with as much regret to fee it fly, 
As 'they to leave it who are doom'd to die. 

From 

* Another fon of the good bifhop of Londonderry ; bora 
Jan. i, 1675. Like his elder brother, his poetry was princi- 
pally on fubjec"te of Lovej like him too, his profpecls in life 
appear to have terminated unfortunately. He published in 
1698 " The Triumphs of Peace, or the Glories of Naffau; 
*' a pinclaric poem occasioned by the conclufion of the peace 
•" between the Confederacy and France ; written at the time 
« of his grace the duke of Ormond's entrance into Dublin." 
<« The defign of this poem, the author fays in his preface, 
begins, after the method of Pindar, to one great man, and 
rife I to another ; firft touches the duke, then celebrates the 
actions of the king, and fb returns to the praifes of the dukt 
again."— But the principal performance of Mr. J. Hopkins 
was " Amafia, or the Works of the Mufes, a collection of 
" poems in three volumes, 1700." Each of thefe little vo- 
lumes is divided into three books, and each book is inscribed 
to fome beautiful patronefs ; amongft whom the dutchefs c£ 
Grafton ftaiuls foremoft. The laft book is inferibed " T* 
** the memory of Amafia," whom he addreffes throughout 

,thefe volumes in the character of Sylvius. There is a vein of 

* 1 
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From thefe dear (hades unwillingly I go, 
As men condemn'd to vifit (hades below. 
Since my late ills, which will be ever new, 
Still frefti misfortunes your loft friend purfue. 
Amafia's fall (truck me to deep defpair, 
And now Fate's utmoft malice I can bear. 

ferioufoefs, if not of poetry, runs through the whole perform- 
ance. Many of Ovid's ftories are very decently imitated ;. 
* { moft of them, he fays, have been very well performed by my 
brother, and publilhcd fome years (ince j mine Were written in 
another kingdom before 1 knew of his." In one of his dedi- 
cations he tells the lady Olimpia Robartes, u Your ladyfliip's 
father, the late earl of Radnor, when governor of Ireland, was 
the kind patron to mine : he raifed him to the firft (leps by 
which he afterwards afcended to the dignities he bore ; to thofe, 
which rendered his labour's more confpicuous> and fet in a 
more advantageous light thofe living merits* which now make 
his memory beloved. Thefe, and yet greater temporal honours, 
your family heaped on him, by making even me in fome 
fort related and allied to you, by his inter-marriage with your 
lifter the lady Araminta. How imprudent a vanity is it in 
me to boaft a father fo meritorious ! how may I be afhamed to 
prove my ft If his fon, by poetry, that only qualification he fo 
much excelled in, but yet eftecmed no excellence. I bring 
jjut a bad proof of birth, . laying my claim in that only thing 
he would not own. Thefe are, however, Madam, but th« 
products of immaturer years ; and riper age may, I hope, 
bring forth more folid works." — I have never feen any other 
of his writings ; nor have been able to collect any farther 
particulars of his life, but have a portrait of him under his 
poetical name of Sylvius. N. 

Y 4 Inur'd 
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Inur'd to ftorms, now let the billows roar, 

With fu-1-fprcad fails I'll (hun the lazy more, 

He who has o«.ce been wreck'd— 

Has felt thp wo. It, and cannot fuffer more. 

Juft oVr my head the breaking clouds have gone, «% 

The bolts have flruck j then fure their fury 's done, I 

I fear no flalhes now— let the heavens thunder on. J 

By grave acquaintance, whom the world calls friends, 
I am advis'd to quit my purpos'd ends. 
But now, long planted in the Mufes land, 
I can no other language underftand. 
All worldly gains beyond my reach muft prove^ 
For I am bent on Poetry and Love. 
Should frowning Heaven its ufual ftorms abate •» 

(Which I can't think without a wrong to Fate), > 
!My joys would grow, as now my forrows, great. J 
But mould no fortunes, no fuccefs, attend 
The bcld afpiring fondnefs of your friend ; 
Truft mc, no difappointment (hall I find, 
Nor be deceiv'd, unlefs the Gods grow kind. 

In vain you move me with your charming drain, 
And tell of fancy'd, generous nymphs, in vain. 
The Britifli beauties fun. have noble fouls, 
But full 'tis gold, 'tis gold, my friend, controls. 
Ts T o charming Fair will hear the fuppliant fwc, 
Who fpeaks not golden words — 'tis gold muft woe, 
And all dsfpair, who want it, all — but you. 
Oh, mould fome beauty, in her heavenly bloom, 
To the embraces of your Sylvius come; 

Some 
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Some bright, flear maid, fram'd of a nobler mould, 
Who (corns to fell her charms for fordid gold, 
Above her lex's mcaneft pride, and generouflv bold; 
Bled: by our nuptials, fure, we both mould grow, 
] r though the hufband, dill the lover too; 
A miftrefs fo divine Ihould be for ever fo : 
My loftieft Mufe mould fing her matchlefs fame, 
The fires of Love mould yield my fancy flame, 
She mould for ever live — 
Nam'd my A mafia, and adorn the name. 

Give my rcfpe&s to thofe few friends wc know: 
To thofe few friends whom I found always fo 
My real fervice and chief thoughts commend : 
Who ferves no miflrefs, heft can fcrve his fiiend. 
Borne on my Mufe's wings, I hafte to you, 
Leave thefe low vales, and glory's heights purfue. 
Adieu, my friend- 
Adieu, dear fhades, adieu ! 



} 
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. TO THE LORD CUTTS*. 

BY THE SAME, 1698. 

YET fome with fervile mean devices bow, 
•*— 4 And bend their fouls, as well as bodies, low; 
Flatter the great, cringe deep, to gain cfteem, 
And by their own di (honour, honour them; 
By wiles like thefe, new favours poorly claim ; 
1 pay your Lord (hip but what '* paid by fame. 
' lis through your merits, not my own, I choofe 
Thus to faiute you by my riling Mufe; 

* Of whom, fee r*. 317. N. 

Y j Not 
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Not fawning low like others mull flic fue, 

She muft fly up to pay refpect to you. 

Let others fpread their patrons feathers far, 

The toys of peace your laurels fpread through war. 

Some pride in wreaths, which bolder arms have made, 

But your own conquering hands have deckt your head. 

To you, my Lord, a double crown is due, 

At once the Hero and the Poet too. 

Since Naftau's actions ftill remain untold, 

While Dryden lives, immortal j yet he 's old. 

'Tis you, we hope, will make them far ador'd, 

And ferve him with your pen, as well as fword ; 

Beyond his trumpet's clangors make them known-, 

Name Naflau's acts, and all muft know your own* 

With powers unequal, I the talk reiign, 

A talk too great for any ftrength— but thine. 

What other genius can our Sovereign choofe ? 

War 's your delight, Bellona is your Mufe. 

Your pen and fword with like fuccefs you wield, 

Fam'd through your ftudy, glorious through the field. 

With the fame vigour and impulfe of thought, 

Now may you write, as through the plains you fought. 

In the attempt, though my weak genius fail, 

Be pleas'd at leaft to recommend my zeal. 

Unknown, this favour dare, I humbly claim, 

Unknown to you, my Lord, unknown to fame* 

I, like thofe foldiers which in war you led, 

Difdain to fear, whi'e I have you my head 5 

Your well-rais'd greatnefs my fuccefs fecures, 

I grow aflur'd of fame, by trufting yours. 

Great 
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Great both in arts and arms j our Jove, in you, 

Secures his lightning, and his thunder too. 

Thus, fhould your judgment my prefumption blame, 

Pleas'd fhall this Semele expire in flame ,• 

Td you, my Lord, mod fit, this fuit I move, 

You, who are plac'd at the right hand of Jove, 
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SONG, BY LORD CUTTS*. 

i NLY tell her that I love, 
Leave the reft to Her and Fate 5 
Some kind planet from above 
May perhaps her pity move ; 

Lovers on their ftars mud wait; 
Only tell her that I love. 

Why, 

* A foldier of mod hardy bravery in king William's wars. 
He was fon of Richard Cutts, efq. of Matching in Eflcx, 
where the family were fettled about the time of Henry the 
fixth, and had a great eftate. He entered early into the fer- 
vice of the duke of Monmouth, was aid-de-camp to the 
Duke of Lorrain in Hungary, and fignalized himfelf in a 
very extraordinary manner at the taking of Buda by the Im- 
perialifts in 1686 j which important place had been for near 
a century and a half in the hands of the Turks. Mr. Ad- 
difon, in a Latin poem worthy of the Auguftan age, (Mufx 
Anglicanx, Vol. II. p. 2,) plainly hints at Mr. Cutts's dif- 
tinguilhed bravery at that fiege. Returning to England at 
the Revolution, he had a regiment of foot ; was created Baron 
of Gowran in Ireland, Dec. 6, 1699 j appointed Governor of 
the Iile of Wight, April 14, 1693 ; was made a Major-ge- 
neral; and, when the aflTamnation project was difcovered, 
1695-6, was captain of the King's guard. He was Colonel 
Y 4 *V 
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Why, oh, why (hould I defpair? 

Mercy 's pi£hir'd in her eye : 
If (he once vouchfafe to hear, 
Welcome Hope, and welcome Fear. 

She *s too good to let me die ; 
Why, oh, why (hould I defpair ? 

#f the CoMftream, or fecond regiment of guards, in 1701 ? 
when Mr. Steele, who was indebted to his intereft for a mili- 
tary commiflion* inferibed to him his firft work, " The 
41 Chriflian Hero." On the Acceflion of Queen Anne, he 
was made a Lieutenant-general of the forces in Holland ; 
Commander in Chief of the forces in Ireland, under tbt 
Duke of Ormond, March 23^ 1704-5 ' r and afterwards one 
ef the Lords Jufticcs of that kingdom, to keep him out of 
the way of action, a circumftance which broke his heart. 
He died at Dublin* Jan. 26, 1706-7,. and is buried there in 
the cathedral of Chrift Church. He wrote a poem on the 
Death of Q^ Mary (which is printed among the Court 
Poems) ; and publlfhed, in 1687, <* Poetical Exercifes, 
written upon feveral occafions r and dedicated r> her royal 
highnefs Mary princefs of Orange; licenfed* March 2} t 
1686-7, Roger L'Eftrange." It contains, befides the dedi- 
cation figned J. Catts, verfes to that princefs ; a poem on 
wifdom, another to Mr. Waller on his commending it ; fevea 
more copies of verfes (one of them called- u La Mufe Cara- 
*' Her," which has been afcrib^d to Lord Peterborough, and as 
fuch mentioned by Mr. Walpole in the l.ft of that nobleman's 
writings) and eleven fongs j the whole compofing but a very 
thin volume ; which is by no means fo fcarce as Mr. Wal- 
pole fuppofes it to be. The author freaks of having m»re 
pieces by him. N. 
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' ELEGY ON THE EARL OF ROCHESTER. 
BY MRS. WHARTON*. 

"P\ EE P waters Client roll ; fo grief like mine 
"* - ^ Tears never can relieve, nor words define. 
Stop then,- ftop your vain fource, weak fprings of grief, 
Let tears flow from their eyes whom tears relieve. 
They from their heads fhew the light trouble there, 
Could my heart weep, its forrows 'twould declare: 
When drops of blood, my heart, thou'ft loft; thy pride, 
The caufe of all thy hopes and fears, thy guide I 
He would have led thee right in Wifdom's way, 
And 'twas thy fault whene'er thou went'ft aftray : 
And fince thou ftray'd'ft when gwided and led on, 
Thou wilt be furely loft now left alone. 
It is thy Elegy I write, not his ; 
He lives immortal and in higheft blifs. 

* See fome particular of this lady, vol. I. p. 51. And fee, 
in the EngUfti Poets, vol. VIII. p. 183, Mr. Waller's verfes 
on the Elegy here printed; and in p. 2 in, another copy on 
Mrs. Wharton's " Paraphrafe on the Lord's Prayer.'* Hi* 
two-cantos of Divine Poefy, p. 223, were " occafioncd upon* 
" fight of the 53d chapter of Ifaiah, turned into vwfe- 
" by Mrs. Wharton." Her " Verfes to Mr. Waller" are 
mentioned by Ballard ; and her tranflation of " Penelope 
** to Ulyfles" is printed in Tonfon's edition of Ovid's 
Epiitles. In i68i,lhe was in France oa account of her 
health, as appears from feveral letters to her huiband ; about 
1682, lhe held a correfpondence by letters with Dr. Gilbert 
Burnet, many of which are made public. Dr. Burner Wiotc 
feveral poems, which he fent her. She died at Adderbtxty,. 
Oct. 29, 1685 ; and was, buried at Winckenden. N. 

Bua 
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But thou art dead, alas ! my heart, thou 'rt dead : v 

He lives, that lovely foul for ever fled, > 

But thou 'mongft crowds on earth art buried, J 

Great was thy lofs, which thou canft ne'er exprefs, " 

Nor was th' infcnfible dull nation's lefs ; 

He civiliz'd the rude, and taught the young, ■% 

Made fools grow wifej fuch artful magic hung > 

Upon his ufeful kind inftru&ing tongue. J 

His lively wit was of himfelf a part, 

Mot, as in other men, the work of art j 

For, though his learning like his wit was great, 

Yet furc all learning came below his wit; 

As God's immediate gifts are better far 

Than thofe we borrow from our likenefs here, 

He was — but I want words, and ne'er can tell, 

Yet this I know, he did mankind excell. 

He was what no man ever was before, * 

Nor can indulgent nature give us more, > 

For, to make him, (he exhaufted all her ftore. J 

AGAINST THE FEAR OF DEATH. 
BY SIR ROBERT HOWARD*. 

Q I N C E all mufl: certainly to death refign, 
*^ Why mould we make it dreadful, or repine? 
How vain is fear, where nothing can prevent 
The lofs, which he that lofes can't lament > 
The fear of Death is by our folly brought, 
We fly th' acquaintance of it in a thought; 
From fometlung into nothing is a change 
Grown terrible, by making it fo flrange. 

* Of whom, fee vol. I. p. 154. N. 

We 
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We always (hould remember, Death is fure ; 
What grows familiar mofl, we bed endure : 
For life and death fucceed like night and day, 
And neither gives increafe, nor brings decay. ; 
No more or lefs by what takes birth or dies, 
And the fame mafs the teeming world fupplies. 
From death we rofe to life j 'tis but the fame, 
Through life again to.pafs from^ whence we came. 
With (hame we fee our paflions can prevail, 
Where reafon, certainty, and virtue fail. 
Honour, that empty name, can death defpife, -y 

Scorn'd Love to Death as to a refuge flies, j* 

And forrow waits for death with longing eyes. J 

Hope triumphs o'er the thought of Death and Fate, 
Cheats fools, and flatters the. unfortunate. 

Perhaps, deceiv'd by lult-fupplying wealth, 
Now-cnjoy'd pleafures,.and aprefent health, 
We fear to lofe what a fmall time mud wafte,. 
Till life itfelf grows the difeafe at laft s 
Begging for life, we beg for more decay, 
And to be long a dying only pray. 

No juft and temperate thought can tell us why 
We (hould fear death, or grieve for them that die*. 
The time we leave behind is ours- no more, 
Nor our concern, than time thut was before. 

'Twere a fond fight, if thofe that ftay behind. 
For the fame paffage, waiting for a wind 
To drive them to their port; fhould on the (horej 
Lamenting (land, for thofe that went before- 

We all muft pafs through Death's dead feaof nfght, 
To reach the haven of eternal li^hu 

A PARA. 
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A PARAPHRASE FROM THE FRENCH 

T N grey-hair'd Celia's wither'd arms 

•*• As mighty Lewis lay, 

She cry'd, " If I have any charms, 

My deareft, let *s away ! 
For you, my love, is all my fear, 
• Hark how the drums do rattle; 
Alas, fir ! what Khould you do here 

In dreadful day of battle? 
Let little Orange ftay and fight, 

For danger 's his divei fion ; 
The wife will think you in the right, 

Not to expofe your perfon : 
Nor vex your thoughts how to repair 

The ruins of your glory : 
You ought to leave fo mean a care 

To thofe who pen your flory. 
Are not Boilcau and Corneille paid 

For panegyric writing ? 
They know how heroes may be made 

Without the help of fighting. 
.When fix:s too faucily approach 

'Tis bed to leave them fairlv ; 
Put fix good horfes in your coach, 

And carry me to Marly. 
Let Bouflcrs, to fecure your fame, 

Go take fome town, or huv itj 
Whilft you, great fir, at Noftredame, 

Tc Deum fing in quiet !" 

* This poem has been afcribed to Mr. Prior. N. 
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